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POMEGRANATE    SEED. 


CHAPTEE  I. 

"  'Twas  beautiful, 
Yet  but  a  dream,  and  so  adieu  to  it !  " 

The  scen(3  was  in  Paris,  tlic  room  one  of 
those  that  are  neither  large  nor  small,  high 
nor  low,  light  nor  dark — a  room  of  nega- 
tions, the  sort  of  room  common  to  second- 
rate  apartments,  and  these  were  eminently 
second-rate.  They  were  in  an  inferior 
street,  in  an  nnfashionable  quarter  ;  but,  in 
spite  of  their  common-placeness  and  the 
heedless  disorder  that  Vv'as  at  first  siglit 
their  most  salient  feature,  a  disorder  that 
bordered  on  squalor  in  its  determined 
unneatness,  there  were  not  wantincr  suo-o-es- 
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■A  POMEGRANATE   SEED. 

tioiis  of  refinement,  even  of  elegance,  crop- 
ping lip  defiantly,  unexpectedly,  here  and 
there. 

Two  people  stood  in  the  middle  of  the 
room,  looking  at  one  another  with  faces 
filled  ^Yith  complex,  conflicting  emotions. 
lie,  a  man  of  medium  height,  muscular, 
and  well-made,  with  close-cut  hair  of  a 
rich  dark  red,  a  warm  comjplexion,  feature>s 
rather  coarsely  moulded,  and  grey  eyes  set 
too  far  jjack  in  the  head,  and  too  near 
together  to  give  a  wholly  pleasing  expres- 
sion to  the  countenance  they  adorn.  They 
are  impenetrable  eyes,  cool  and  steady ; 
yet,  in  spite  of  their  steadiness,  they  do 
not  always  produce  a  favourable  impression, 
and  it  is  not  until  he  speaks  that  his 
fellow-men  are  moved  to  repose  confidence 
in  Michael  Barrington.  Then  they  are 
mostly  taken  by  storm,  for  his  voice  is 
round  and  mellow,  and  his  speech  per- 
suasive, while  his  manner  and  address  are 
frank  to  excess.  So  much  for  him.  She 
claims  attention  next. 
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Tall,  finely  formed,  with  tlie  elastic  and 
supple  grace  of  a  figure  that  owes  every- 
thing to  nature  and  race,  nothing  to  the 
corset,  she  appears  even  taller  than  she  is. 
Her  features  are  clearly  cut,  her  colouring 
singularly  pure.  Only  her  lips  are  red,  and 
contrast  sharply  with  the  smooth  ivory  of 
her  skin.  Her  hair  and  eyes  are  dark  ;  her 
face  in  its  entirety  intelligent,  spirited,  with 
a  latent  energy  of  passion  under  its  present 
forced  calm.  There  is  nothing  violent  about 
her,  though  she  is  just  now  strongly  moved. 
She  is  haughtily  composed,  rather.  She  has 
been  speaking  in  a  level,  low-pitched,  dis- 
tinct voice,  and,  having  made  an  end  of 
speaking,  her  eyes  regard  him  unflinchingly. 

He  moves  uneasily  under  their  scrutiny ; 
he  has  even  winced  a  little  at  tha  con- 
cluding words  that  have  fiillen  distinctly, 
uncompromisingly,  from  her  lips  upon  the 
waiting  air. 

"Therefore,  I  will  from  henceforth  l)e 
your  wife  only  in  name.  Traitor!  Is- 
cariot ! " 
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Tlie  epithets  fall  heavily,  incisively,  with 
a  terrible  unrelenting  emphasis  uj)on  the 
quiet  of  the  room. 

He  takes  a  step  towards  her.  "Do  you 
mean  this,  Helen  ?  Why  not  denounce  me 
at  once,  and  give  me  up  to  my  fate  '? " 

For  the  life  of  him  he  cannot  altogether 
repress  a  sneer. 

"  Because  I  loved  you  once ;  I  trusted 
you  ;  I  believed  in  you  ;  I  gave  you  all  I 
had,  including  myself." 

Her  glance  wandered  from  liim  to  a 
cradle  in  the  corner  of  the  room. 

"  It  is  because  I  remember  all  this,"  she 
went  on  intensely — "  because  I  think  of  the 
child,  that  I  do  not  denounce  you.  Also,  I 
am  a  Staroski,  and  I  cannot  betray  even 
the  traitor;  I  do  but  withdraw  from  the 
contamination  of  his  touch ;  I  do  but  sever 
myself  from  his  infamy." 

A  look  of  relief  steals  across  his  f^ice. 
The  tension  of  the  last  few  minutes  is 
relaxed. 

"  Ma  heltCj''  he  says  coolly,   "  withdraw 
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altogetlier  if  you  like.  It  is  unnecessary 
to  respect  tlie  shadow  of  a  shadow.  You 
ouo'ht  to  know  that  our  union  is  bindino- 
on  neither  of  us.  It  was  a  mere  comedy 
got  up  to  spare  your  susceptibilities." 

Her  eyes  burn  like  two  stars  filled  with 
dark  fire.  She  trembles  passionately,  and 
her  red  lips  grow  pale. 

"  You  betrayed  me  too,  then  ?  Good 
God,  that  I  should  have  been  so  blind ! 
Why  could  not  I  have  felt  the  falseness  of 
your  nature — I  who,  at  least,  am  true  ? " 
She  shudders.  ''It  is  horrible.  Chained 
for  life  to  a " 

He  puts  up  his  hand  with'  a  quiet  move- 
ment that  arrests  the  impassioned  flow  of 
her  utterance.  ''  Not  at  all.  I  have  just 
shown  you  that  you  are  bound  by  no  irrevo- 
cable ties  to  me ;  let  us,  however,  avoid 
calling  one  another  names.  Walls  have 
ears." 

She  checks  herself,  and  remains  for  a 
moment  looking  thoughtfully,  frowningiy, 
on  the  ground.     She  tries  to  regain  her  lost 
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composure,  to  rearrange  licr  ideas.  She  is 
a  beautiful  ^Yoman,  and  there  yet  remain 
some  remnants  of  softness  to  her  beauty. 

His  feelino-s  under o^o  a  chano-e.  An 
instant  before  he  had  been  stung  to  the  point 
of  wishing  to  be  rid  of  her.  He  recedes  from 
this  position.  It  will  not  be  convenient,  for 
various  reasons,  that  they  should  part  com- 
pany entirely.  Besides,  how  handsome  she 
is,  in  spite  of  her  temper  and  high-flown 
tragedy  airs ! 

''  You  are  too  hasty,  Helen,"  he  remarks, 
in  a  moderate  tone.  "You  jump  to  con- 
clusions too  rapidly.  It  was  you,  if  you 
remember,  who  pronounced  in  favour  of  our 
being  married  by  a  religious  ceremony  in 
the  Madeleine.  Why,  I  cannot  take  upon 
myself  to  divine,  since  you  were  always  too 
enlightened  a  woman  to  j)in  your  faith  on 
the  priests.  Am  I  to  blame  because  the 
religious  ceremony  in  Paris  is  irregular  and 
invalid,  unless  supplemented  by  the  civil 
contracts  ?  I  am  content  with  thino-s  a& 
they  are,   for  my  part.     It  is  only  that  I 
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point  out  to  yoii,  if  you  find  existence 
shared  witli  me  intolerable,  you  cannot  be 
compelled  to  continue  it.  In  the  eye  of  the 
State,  you  are  a  single  woman." 

Her  eyes  flash  up  at  him,  as  she  moves 
them  from  the  gaudy  patch  of  faded  carpet 
they  have  been  studying. 

''  You  tell  me  that,''  she  says,  with  bitter- 
ness, "in  the  face  of  my  child's  cradle?  I 
am  your  wife,  wretch !  by  all  laws,  human 
and  divine,  and  you  know  that  it  is  so." 

"Divine!  ah,  yes,  doubtless  ;  but  not  so 
by  French  law,  as  I  should  find  to  my  cost, 
should  you  decide  to  abandon  me.  You 
are  free  to  go,  Helen,  I  repeat  it,  if  such  is 
your  wish." 

"It  is  not.  The  eno;aQ;ement  I  entered 
into  I  at  least  believed  a  binding  one,  and 
for  the  sake  of  the  child  I  choose  still  to 
consider  it  so — to  a  certain  extent,"  she 
added  bitterly. 

"  And  shall  it  also  bind  me  ?  I  suppose 
you  would  expect  that  it  should.  But 
vvdiy,  if  I  may  ask  ?     You  intend  to  sever 
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yourself  from  me,  to  divide  your  interests 
from  mine,  to  perform  none  of  the  duties 
of  a  wife  towards  me.  What  if  I  determine, 
on  my  side,  to  be  free,  to  deliver  myself 
from  this  mockery  of  marriage,  and  find 
some  other  woman,  beautiful  and  loving  as 
you  were  once,  who  will  be  to  me  all  that 
you  have  been — and  more  ?  " 

"  You  could  not,  you  will  not,  you  shall 
not ! "  she  cries,  in  a  voice  that  sounds  a 
little  suffocated. 

''Why?"  he  asks,  with  bitterness, 
'''  What  is  there  to  prevent  me  ? " 

"  The  child,"  she  says  earnestly,  searching 
his  face  with  her  great  dark  burning  eyes  to 
see  if  there  be  any  grace,  any  softening  of 
its  cynical  composure,  before  she  pushes 
things  further. 

"  What  is  the  child  to  me  ?  What  will 
she  ever  be  to  me  ?  "  he  answers  harshly. 
"  You  will  teach  her  to  despise  her  father, 
as  you  have  taught  yourself.  I  will  not  put 
up  with  the  usage  you  design  for  me.  I 
choose  to  emancipate  myself." 
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He  has  no  intention  of  carrying  out  this 
threat.  Cool  and  crafty,  he  plays  upon  her 
impetuous  disposition,  designedly.  He  can- 
not, he  does  not  intend  to  afford  the  luxury 
of  dispensing  with  the  income  of  Countess 
Helen  Staroska. 

She  makes  a  steps  forward.  ''  No,  no, 
no  ! "  she  says  urgently  ;  ''  you  will  not 
deprive  the  child  of  her  name.  You  could 
not  inflict  so  great  an  injury  on  one  so 
helpless,  so  innocent." 

*'Why  not?"  he  asks  again,  gloomily. 
"  See  here,  Helen,  you  have  been  prompt  to 
judge  me  hardly  and  deal  rigorously  with 
me.  You  accuse  me  of  treason  to  the  cause. 
Because  a  combination  has  miscarried,  and 
some  of  us  have  met  the  fate  we  all  profess 
to  be  willing  to  face,  you  assume  that  I 
betrayed  it." 

Her  face  grows  pale  with  the  pallor  of 
death,  almost.  She  trembles  excessively. 
Dark  lightnings  flash  from  her  eyes.  At 
this  moment  they  are  terrible. 

"  And  have  you   not  ? "   she  cries,  with 
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passion.  "  Would  tliat  I  could  hide  from 
myself,  as  from  others,  the  base  thing  you 
are  !  Do  you  think  it  has  cost  me  nothing 
to  put  you  out  of  my  heart  ?  " — clasping  her 
long,  white  strenuous  hands,  with  a  pathetic 
gesture  upon  her  bosom.  "Is  it  so  easy 
for  me  to  forget  the  days  that  have  been, 
wherein  you  were  to  me  beautiful  and  noblo 
when  in  my  trouble  you  comforted  me, 
when  you  mourned  with  me  in  my  sorrow, 
when  we  loved  one  another,  and  swore  to 
labour  together  for  the  cause  ?  Ah  !  those 
days,  those  days  when  my  heart  was  young 
and  I  had  faith  in  you  as  in  myself  I 
Where  are  they  ?  Gone  !  gone  for  ever, 
killed  by  your  hand." 

She  pants  a  little  as  she  ceases.  The 
despair  of  her  voice,  her  words,  her  gestures, 
natural  and  dramatic — as  strong  emotion 
unconsciously  is — the  anguish,  the  sincere 
agony  of  her  disenchantment,  shake  her 
profoundly. 

"  I  will  not  leave  you  to  starve,"  she 
resumes,  with  a  fine  irony  of  which  she  i^ 
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not  quite  aware  herself.     *'  Tlie  small  pit- 
tance I  have  shall  still  be  shared  with  you." 

She  makes  no  pretence  to  softening,  but, 
aloof  as  she  stands,  her  bitter  charity  pro- 
duces some  kind  of  effect  on  him.  Perhaps 
he  is  riot,  after  all,  impervious  to  remorse. 

"  Helen,"  he  says  slowly,  "  it  is  not  too 
late.  Let  us  even  now  go  through  the  civil 
contract  of  marriage.  I  owe  you  this  re- 
paration. If  you  are  unjust,  you  yet  know 
how  to  be  generous." 

>She  waves  him  from  her.  "  Xo,"  she 
answers  coldly,  '"'  I  will  give  you  no  more 
rights  over  me.  It  is  no  longer  a  question 
of  marriage,  formal  or  informal,  l^etween  us. 
I  will  continue  to  share  my  income  with 
you,  because  I  cannot  forget  altogether 
what  has  gone  before,  or  that  my  child  is 
yours  as  well  as  mine.  I  will  live  under 
the  same  roof  with  you  for  Dcsiree's  sake, 
but  I  will  live  apart  from  you.  Our 
marriage  was  irregular,  you  say.  Good  ;  it 
will  enable  me  to  live  my  life  free  and 
-separate  from  you  henceforward.' 
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Hor  resolution  galls  liim.  A  wave  of 
imgovernable  passion  sweeps  over  him.  He, 
too,  is  for  once  sliaken  to  the  depths. 

*^Are  not  you  afraid  of  driving  me  too 
far  ? "  he  mutters  through  his  clenched 
teeth.  "  Do  not  you  fear  but  I  be  tempted 
to  kill  you  where  you  stand,  with  your 
damnable  beauty,  your  insufferable  airs  ? 
Men  have  done  as  much  on  less  provoca- 
tion." 

She  faces  his  white,  bitter- smiling  face 
steadily.  ''Xo,"  she  replies  solemnly,  "I 
do  not  fear.  You  will  not  harm  me, 
because  you  dare  not.  If  Helen  Staroska 
dies  foully,  there  are  yet  too  many  of  her 
father's  friends  who  will  want  to  know  the 
reason  why  ?     Besides " 

She  stops  short,  and  regards  him  with  a 
strange  sort  of  pity,  a  commiseration  so  im- 
personal as  to  have  some  almost  divine 
attribute  about  it.     It  maddens  him. 

"  Besides  what  ?"  he  says,  advancing,  his 
gleaming  shallow  eyes  menacing  her. 

"  In  case  of  harm  befalling  me,  my  poor 
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Michael,  there  is  a  packet  securely  lodged — 
you  know  luith  loJiom — to  be  opened  then, 
and  in  that  case  only." 

Then  follows  a  long  silence.  He  foils 
Imck  conquered.  ''You  have  won,"  he  says 
presently ;  "  you  have  been  too  clever  for 
me,  Helen.  Yfell,  do  not  set  the  child 
iigainst  me,  that  is  all  I  ask." 

This  touches  her.  The  passionate  mater- 
nity in  her  surges  up,  crying  out  piteously. 
*'Let  us  keep  the  child  innocent  of  all 
this  miserable  knowledge.  Let  her  preserve 
untroubled  the  purity  of  her  childhood. 
For  the  love  of  God,  let  her  not  suffer  as 
I,  her  mother,  have  suffered ;-  and  never  by 
word  or  sign  will  I  come  between  you  and 
her." 

This  is  foolishness  to  him.  He  cannot 
attain  to  the  heights  whereon  she  stands, 
holding  out  yearning  hands  to  fate  with 
that  poignant  pain  and  prayer  in  her 
vibrating  voice ;  but  it  is  not  even  in  him 
to  hear  her  unmoved. 

"  What  a  woman  you  are,  Helen !  what 
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n  mad  woman  !  Do  you  consider  what  you 
do  when  you  divorce  yourself  from  me  in 
this  way  ?  Do  not  blame  me  if  fresh  trouble 
comes  of  it.  As  for  the  child,  I  agree  with 
you,  ignorance  is  best  for  her.  I  accept 
your  terms — I  must  since  I  have  no  choice  ; 
but,  remember,  nature  is  strong.  Sooner 
or  later  she  revenges  herself  on  those  who 
ignore  her."     He  turns  to  go. 

^'  Stay,"  she  whispers,  with  bitter  urgency. 
''  Let  us  drink  the  cup  to  the  dregs.  There 
is  one  thing  more  I  would  say."  She  leans 
over  towards  him.  "  I  have  saved  you  this 
time,  Michael,'^  she  breathes,  with  a  rapid 
glance  round  her;  ''and  at  what  a  price!" 
she  shudders.  "  I  shall  not  be  able  to  save 
you  again ;  no  one  can  do  that  twice.  For 
your  own  sake,  remend^er  this  and  be 
careful" 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

*'  Are  tliere  not  thousands  in  the  workl 
Who  love  their  fellows  even  to  the  death. 
Who  feel  the  giant's  agony  of  the  world, 
And  more,  like  slaves  to  poor  humanity 
Labour  for  mortal  good?" 

From  lier  earliest  cliildhood,  Helen  Staroska 
had  lived  in  an  atmosphere  (Df  political 
intrigues.  Beautiful,  of  cjuick  intelligence, 
ardent,  romantic,  with  the  passionate  melan- 
choly of  the  Polish  temperament  dormant 
in  her,  she  had  grown  up  rapidly,  a  burning 
flame  of  sympathy  with  the  oppressed 
nationalities  consuming  her. 

As  her  father's  health  and  eye  sight  failed, 
she  had  gradually  penetrated  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  central  ideas  of  those  vast 
and   terrible   associations   that   have    their 
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agents  and  tlieir  ramifications  all  over 
Europe,  and  in  tlie  first  flusli  of  early 
womanhood  tliere  passed  between  her  slim 
fingers  the  threads  of  conspiracies  that 
aspired  to  deal  with  the  fate  of  nations. 
Naturally  of  a  soft  and  attractive  exterior, 
in  a  happier  state  of  existence  she  might 
have  lived  but  for  the  afi'ections  and  family 
life,  and  her  warm  heart  and  ardent  imagi- 
nation have  thus  found  scope  sufficient. 
What  had  a  young  and  beautiful  woman 
to  do  with  seditious  associations  and  deadly 
combinations,  having  for  their  end  the 
upheaval  of  society  ?  In  her  enthusiastic 
humanitarianism  her  judgment  was  per- 
verted, and  in  view  of  the  great  ultimatum 
of  the  relief,  the  happiness  of  the  masses, 
now  toiling  in  hopeless,  cruel  misery,  ground 
beneath  the  heel  of  the  moneyed  and  aristo- 
cratic classes,  all  measures  seemed  justifi- 
able. That  the  innocent  must  in  many 
cases  sufi*er,  before  this  grand  regeneration 
of  the  world  could  take  place,  was  incon- 
testable.    She  conceded  it  with  pity.     But 
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had  not  it  always  been  expedient,  nay,  even 
needful,  that  the  few  should  suffer  for  the 
many,  since  eighteen  hundred  years  before, 
when  One  had  gone  out  to  suffer  for  the 
people  I  Even  if  the  foundations  of  the 
Christian  faith  were  a  myth,  then  was  it  a 
noble  and  heart-stirring  one,  worthy  of 
being  believed.  The  cause  of  humanity 
was  a  sublime  cause,  for  which  to  endure 
mart5rrdom,  if  need  be.  To  those  who  would 
deliver  the  poor  from  him  that  is  too  strong 
for  him,  and  he  that  crieth  from  him  that 
oppresseth,  there  must  be  no  counting  of 
the  cost.  Helen  Staroska,  in  her  impassioned 
cry  for  justice  for  the  miserable,  was  without 
pity  for  despotisms,  whether  those  of  indi- 
viduals or  of  arbitrarily  representative 
assemblies.  She  had  been  nurtured  in 
a  dream  of  Utopian  perfection,  and  her 
heart  went  out  passionately  to  the  beautiful 
abstract  ideal  of  *' freedom  crowned  upon 
the  heights."  She  longed  for  the  millennium, 
the  social  and  political  millennium,  that  is 
so  real  a  thing  to  those  whose 

VOL.  I.  c 


18  POMEGRANATE   SEED. 

"  Hearts  are  sad  in  them 
Seeing  the  ineffable  miseries  of  life 
And  that  mysterious  anger  of  the  gods," 

that  from  time  immemorial  has  vexed  the 
generous  soul  and  driven  it  to  spend  itself 
in  more  or  less  vain  fighting  against  the 
terrible  mystery  of  pain;  that  endless 
enigma  of  suffering  and  evil  against  which 
doctrinaires  build  up  fruitless  ramparts,  and 
the  pitying  workers  for  the  dumb,  down- 
trodden multitudes  wear  out  heart  and 
brain  and  body  willingly  in  the  heroic 
hope  of  at  last  overthrowing  it ;  whilst 
amongst  them  glide  the  agitators,  reaping 
where  they  have  not  sowed,  impelled  by  no 
noble  zeal  for  their  race — a  time-serving, 
despicable,  crawling  crew,  who  thrive  on 
the  woes  they  denounce,  and  find  the  means 
of  living  in  a  state  of  things  they  affect  to 
wish  swept  away. 

If  she  occasionally  experienced  a  reaction 
from  this  high-strung  tension  of  her  nerves, 
if  now  and  then  her  heart,  yet  womanly, 
bled  for  those  who  suffered  unjustly,  perhaps 
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by  the  inexorable  decrees  of  the  interna- 
tional societies, — she  thought  of  her  father, 
old,  exiled,  impoverished,  prematurely  en- 
feebled by  care  and  privation ;  of  the  men 
of  her  family  who  had  suffered  and  perished 
under  the  bitter  Komanoff  rule ;  of  that 
other  Helen  Staroska,  her  grandmother, 
nobly  born,  delicately  bred,  high-spirited, 
and  beautiful  as  herself,  who  had  been 
infamously  flogged  under  the  Czar  Nicholas, 
and  had  died  on  the  road  to  Siberia,  that 
via  dolorosa  to  so  many  of  her  countrymen 
and  women  ;  and  these  thoughts  braced  her 
heart  again  to  firmness,  and  set  her  quivering 
with  passionate  pity  and  anger  too  deep  for 
words. 

Before  she  was  sixteen,  the  young  girl 
had  consecrated  herself  to  the  cause  of 
the  oppressed.  Absorbed  in  the  burnino- 
thoughts  that  filled  her  soul,  she  had  grown 
up  detached  from  the  common  interests  of 
youth.  Love  and  marriage  were  but  vague 
ideas  to  the  severe  purity  of  her  ardent  and 
enthusiastic    spirit.      Personal    happiness ! 
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Who  could  have  the  heart  to  seek  it  when 
the  great  army  of  the  sufFering  masses 
groan  and  struggle  and  writhe  in  ignorant, 
semi-articulate  wretchedness — hopeless,  god- 
less, dangerous,  only  kept  from  surging 
upwards  and  dashing  themselves  in  resistless 
might  against  the  thrones  by  their  want  of 
cohesion,  of  combined  organization  ? 

From  sixteen  to  twenty  she  existed  in  an 
intense  and  passionate  dream,  driven  by 
its  unrest,  striving,  labouring,  yearning  to 
bring  nearer  the  day  of  deliverance  to  the 
people  yet  sitting  in  darkness.  For  one  of 
her  youth  and  sex  she  was  trusted  to  an 
extraordinary  extent.  The  wrongs  her 
family  had  sustained,  the  humiliations  and 
sufferings  of  her  father,  Count  Stanislaus 
Staroski,  vouched  for  her;  and  the  old 
count,  in  his  undying  hatred  of  Kussia  and 
the  tyrannies,  his  fervent  zeal  for  the 
oppressed  of  all  nationalities,  took  a  pride 
in  kindling  the  high  spirit  of  his  only  child, 
and  stringing  her  passionate  sensibilities  to 
the  highest  pitch. 
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She  worked  hard,  this  slender,  white 
young  girl,  and  her  lustrous  dark  eyes 
glowed  with  the  genius  of  self-devotion. 
Her  high-souled  enthusiasm  awoke  a 
corresponding  thrill  in  some  of  the  world- 
worn  and  wearied  hearts  of  those  who 
frequented  her  father's  house.  They  wor- 
shipped her  as  devotees  their  saint. 
They  were  many  of  them  elderly  men, 
fatigued  spiritually  with  ever  climbing  up 
the  climbing  wave,  their  freshness  had  been 
worn  away  long  since  with  the  ceaseless 
eflbrt  of  their  lives ;  but  there  were  some 
amongst  them  still  young,  and  all,  whether 
old  or  young,  were  consumed'  by  the  same 
passion  for  setting  wrong  right ;  some 
visionary  enthusiasts,  others  practical  ex- 
perimentalists— all  ready,  if  need  be,  to  die 
for  the  cause. 

Into  this  band  of  brothers,  this  company 
of  potential  mart3rrs,  entered  IMichael  Bar- 
rington,  more  by  accident  than  design. 
Accredited  to  Count  Stanislaus  Staroski  by 
an  Irish  affiliation  of  the  society  of  which 
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the  old  Pole  was  one  of  the  higher  function- 
aries, he  saw  the  young  Helen,  was  dazzled 
by  her  beauty,  and  set  himself  to  win  her 
aflfections. 

Sensitive,  grave,  self-contained  in  matters 
personal  to  herself,  Helen  Staroska  was 
strongly  attracted  by  the  young  Irishman's 
gay,  good  looks,  his  seeming  light-hearted- 
ness,  his  determined  devotion  to  herself, 
and  apparently  to  the  cause  for  which  she 
lived.  Circumstances  favoured  him.  The 
extraordinary  rigours  of  one  of  the  hardest 
of  modern  winters  exhausted  the  feeble 
frame  of  Count  Stanislaus.  The  indomitable 
spirit  sustained  for  a  time  the  frail  body. 
Then  the  end  came  suddenly,  and  on  one 
bitterer  day  than  usual,  the  soul  of  Stanis- 
laus Staroski  winged  its  way  towards  the 
great  undiscovered  country  on  the  pinions 
of  the  black  north-easter,  that  went  howling 
and  shrieking  like  ten  thousand  devils 
through  the  deserted  streets,  and  the 
shock,  the  surprise  to  his  daughter,  was 
well-nigh  overwhelming.  She  had  not  been 
able  to  realize  how  low  the  lamp  had  sunk. 
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Broken  down  by  the  first  loneliness  of 
her  sorrow,  she  seemed  to  turn  naturally 
and  instinctively  to  the  young  Irishman, 
whose  musical  voice  and  handsome  face  had 
charmed  away  her  heart,  and  the  mute 
appeal  of  her  eyes  betrayed  her  dependence 
on  his  sympathy.  The  friends  especially 
trusted  by  her  father  chanced  to  be  absent 
from  Paris  at  the  time  of  his  death,  and 
there  was  no  one  to  watch  over  her  but  two 
old  retainers  of  the  Staroski  family — Anna 
Petrovna,  her  maid,  who  had  formerly  been 
her  nurse ;  and  Paul  Ziski,  the  old  count's 
foster-brother,  a  genius  absorbed  in  his 
fiddle  and  his  dog-like  attaqhment  to  his 
master,  regarding  the  young  countess  with 
a  wistful,  faithful  devotion  infinitely  touch- 
ing, but  for  any  real  ability  to  counsel  her 
or  protect  her  against  the  perils  of  a  warm 
heart  and  rash  imagination  absolutely 
useless. 

It  was  Barrington  who  arranged  every- 
thing as  to  the  interment  of  the  late  count. 
He  ascertained  that  a  modest  competence 
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had  been  secured  from  the  wreck  of  the 
family  fortunes  for  Countess  Helen,  and 
he  hailed  the  discovery  as  heaven-sent.  At 
this  time  he  loved  the  beautiful,  sorrowful 
young  creature,  out  of  whose  sad  eyes  looked 
those  fervent  yearnings  for  a  golden  future 
for  the  human  race.  He  loved  her,  and  for 
a  while  he  too  felt  heroically  disposed.  He 
too  seemed  to  catch  glimpses  of  a  higher  life 
— a' life  of  the  soul  wherein  his  comfortable, 
careless  epicureanism  failed  for  the  moment 
to  satisfy  him. 

Could  they  have  remained  always  thus, 
he  adoring,  she  adored,  his  moral  nature 
might  have  benefited  immeasurably.  They 
were  happy,  for  they  were  young,  ardent, 
left  to  themselves ;  and  one,  at  least,  was 
absolutely  innocent.  Helen,  in  the  glow 
and  abandon  of  a  first  passion,  flung  herself 
away  with  reckless  generosity  and  the  bhnd 
confidence  of  a  noble  heart  loving  for  the 
first  time.  Incapable  of  suspecting  one  who 
had  given  proof  of  real  devotion  to  her,  and 
knowing  nothing  of  the  marriage  law  of  the 
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country  that  sheltered  her,  she  accompanied 
Barrington  to  the  Madeleine,  and  there,  hear- 
ing their  union  blessed  by  the  priest,  no 
doubt  of  the  irrevocableness  and  validity  of 
the  contract  by  which  she  had  thus  sur- 
rendered herself  to  her  lover  visited  her. 

To  Barrington,  who  belonged  to  that  more 
advanced  school  of  social  thinkers,  to  whom 
marriage  is  a  mere  superstition,  unworthy 
the  consideration  of  an  enlightened  citizen, 
the  rite  possessed  no  importance,  no  sanctity. 
He  had  submitted  to  it  out  of  regard  to 
Countess  Helen's  feminine  prejudices  with 
easy  good  nature.  To  do  him  justice,  it  had 
not  needed  any  binding  bond-s  to  hold  him 
to  her.  He,  almost  to  his  own  surprise, 
loved  the  young  Polish  girl  sincerely.  No 
other  woman  had  ever  had  the  same  charm 
for  him,  or  perhaps  ever  would.  Besides  all 
this,  her  modest  fortune  stood  between  him 
and  the  disagreeable  uncertainties  of  life. 
The  influence  of  her  personality,  of  her 
name,  the  prestige  of  her  family,  furthered 
his  political  ambitions,  and  he  hoped  would 
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admit  him  into  the  inner  recesses  of  those 
vast  networks  of  socialist  intrigue  that  are 
spread  over  Europe.  In  this  he  was  some- 
what mistaken.  The  heads  of  the  inter- 
national societies  were  wise.  Before  they 
trusted  a  man,  they  sifted,  they  examined, 
they  weighed  him  carefully,  and  hitherto 
some  doubt  had  withheld  them  from  confid- 
ing in  Michael  Barrington  beyond  a  certain 
point,  or  absolving  Countess  Helen  Staroska 
from  her  oaths  of  secrecy  respecting  the  keys 
to  certain  ciphers  she  possessed  with  regard 
to  him.  In  spite  of  this,  life  had  run  on 
well  oiled  wheels  to  the  beautiful  young 
Pole  and  her  Irish  husband.  They  loved 
one  another,  they  had  at  all  events  osten- 
sibly the  immense  interests  of  humanity  in 
common  ;  and  if  the  flame  of  patriotism,  the 
love  of  freedom  and  justice,  burned  purest  in 
the  heart  of  the  woman,  she  had  not  yet 
realized  it. 

As  year  followed  year,  one  personal  sorrow 
pressed  upon  her  only,  namely,  her  childless- 
ness.    When  in  the  street  she  looked  on  the 
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cliilclren  at  play,  or  saw  a  mother  holding  her 
infant  to  her  breast,  the  passionate  maternity 
in  her  made  its  voice  heard.  Her  heart 
yearned  towards  children  with  the  terrible 
mother-hunger  of  women  to  whom  children 
are  denied.  She  prayed  with  passion  for 
offspring,  and  in  the  sixth  year  of  her 
married  life  a  girl- child  was  born  to  her, 
and  a  hush  as  of  some  mysterious  exquisite 
content  descended  on  her  soul  too  soon  to 
be  violently  disturbed. 

A  frustrated  attempt  at  insurrection  in 
Warsaw,  the  miscarriage  of  an  apparently 
well-arranged  plot,  a  dark  suspicion  of 
treachery,  and  the  death  and  banishment 
of  some  of  their  best  and  strongest,  threw 
the  secret  societies  into  great  agitation. 
Countess  Helen  Staroska  made  the  fatal 
discovery  of  Barrington's  untrustworthiness 
at  this  juncture,  and  the  knowledge  killed 
her  youth.  It  was  through  him  that  the 
disaster  had  occurred ;  and,  alas  I  she  had  but 
too  good  reason  for  thinking  it  deliberate 
treachery  on  his  part  rather  than  accident, 
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and,  bitterest  thought  of  all,  he  must  have 
played  the  spy  upon  herself,  jealous  of  her 
greater  information,  and  by  means  of  the 
very  trust  reposed  in  her  by  the  heads  of 
the  movement  accomplished  its  frustration. 
In  the  awful  moment  when  she  realized  this, 
she  perceived  also  with  inexorable  clearness 
of  vision  upon  how  poor  a  thing  she  had 
lavished  her  all,  and  the  joy  of  existence 
died  for  her  as  the  full  weight  of  her  cruel 
destiny  fell  upon  her  mind,  clear  in  the 
midst  of  its  agony.  She  took  her  resolu- 
tion slowly,  painfully,  but  unhesitatingly. 
Traitor  to  her,  to  his  conscience,  if  indeed 
he  had  one,  to  the  cause  to  which  he  stood 
pledged,  and  the  still  higher,  more  sacred 
cause  of  human  morality,  he  must  yet  be 
shielded  from  swift  and  absolute  destruc- 
tion this  time.  As  yet,  suspicion  had  not 
fallen  upon  him.  He  was  not  suspected 
because  he  had  not  been  trusted. 

Facile,  supple,  easy-tempered  and  light, 
the  men  who  pulled  the  wires  of  conspiracy 
regarded  him  with  contemptuous  tolerance. 
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and  used  him  only  in  minor  and  less 
dangerous  aifairs.  They  were  far  from 
having  fathomed  the  scheming  brain  be- 
hind that  handsome  smiling  mask.  They 
credited  him  with  both  more  and  less  than 
he  possessed,  and  while  they  might  have 
accused  Helen  of  indiscretion,  had  they 
thought  it  needful,  they  thought  themselves 
too  well  aware  of  the  extent  of  Barrington's 
ignorance  and  general  frivolity  to  seriously 
connect  him  with  the  fiasco.  All  this  was 
known  to  her,  and  she  determined  to  shield 
him  from  the  implacable  vengeance  of  the 
Circles,  from  which,  should  they  once  know 
the  traitor  as  he  was,  nothing  could  save  him. 
He  had  been  her  lover,  her  husband,  the 
father  of  her  child,  the  little  angel  who  alone 
stood  now  between  her  and  despair,  and  he 
was  sacred  to  her  so  far ;  but  their  union 
was  at  an  end.  She  loathed  and  recoiled 
from  the  traitor,  and  her  recoil  was  the 
stronger  because  veiled  from  the  world  out- 
side and  only  known  to  him  and  her.  Only 
their  two  solves  must  know  the  insurmount- 
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able  barrier  from  henceforward  reared  be- 
twixt them.  For  ever,  in  this  world  and 
the  next,  she  cried  to  her  shuddering 
soul,  they  must  go  sundered,  apart,  the  true 
separated  from  the  false  by  the  inalienable 
laws  of  their  being.  And  he  half-sullenly 
acquiesced  finally  in  her  decision.  He  who 
had  infamously  betrayed  his  fellows,  shrank 
uneasily  from  the  living  scorn  in  the  great 
dark  eyes  of  the  woman  whom  he  had 
equally  betrayed,  shrank  from  the  profound 
contempt  in  that  burning  glance,  but,  with 
his  habitual  easy  -  going  philosophy,  he 
accommodated  himself  to  the  turn  events 
had  taken,  and  continued  to  live  under  the 
same  roof  with  Countess  Helen  Staroska, 
and  permitted  her  the  honour  of  largely 
contributing  to  his  support.  Suspicion  fell 
in  other  quarters,  but  nothing  was  ever  dis- 
covered to  incriminate  any  special  person,  and 
after  the  affair  had  sank  into  quiet  again, 
Helen  took  the  step  she  had  determined  upon. 
With  proud  humility  she  sought  the  chiefs 
of  the  movement,  and  gave  up  all  she  still 
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had  of  her  father's  papers  and  cyphers  into 
their  hands.  She  was  not  fit  to  hold  them, 
she  said  steadily  ;  she  was  only  a  woman, 
and  weak.  She  feared  lest  it  might  have 
been  some  indiscretion,  "  not  wilful,"  she 
cried  with  sudden  fire,  that  had  led  to  the 
late  terrible  failure,  and  the  thought  op- 
pressed her.  She  was  not  equal  to  things 
so  stern  and  serious.  Let  her  descend  from 
her  honoured  place  in  their  confidence  and 
sink  to  the  rank-and-file  of  membership. 
She  was  no  longer  Helen  Staroska  as  of  old, 
she  said  humbly  and  bitterly.  She  had 
sacrificed  her  individuality.  Domestic  cares 
distracted  her  mind ;  her  child  claimed  her. 
Maternity  had  destroyed  her  usefulness  to 
the  cause.  She  dared  no  longer  trust  her- 
self. She  feared  to  retain  anything  that 
could  lead  to  the  compromising  of  others. 

Her  strange  humility,  her  agitation,  the 
passion  of  her  renunciation,  persuaded  her 
interlocutors,  of  the  reality  of  her  zeal  still, 
but  naturally  gave  them  reason  to  distrust 
her  too  great  impulsiveness  and  excitability. 
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They  recognized  the  truth  of  the  proposition 
made  with  evident  and  real  distress,  that 
Helen  Staroska  the  maiden,  pure,  high- 
souled,  self-devoted,  differed  physically  and 
psychologically  from  the  woman  linked  to 
a  lower,  shallower,  altogether  inferior  nature, 
the  mother  of  a  possible  Helen,  or,  alas  !  of 
an  equally  possible  Barrington. 

They  accepted  her  surrender  of  the 
Staroski  papers  gently,  and  with  considerate 
respect  for  her  feelings;  but  they  accepted 
them,  and  by  doing  so  practically  acknow- 
ledged the  justice  of  her  self- accusations. 
A  knife  seemed  to  pierce  her  heart  as  she 
gave  them  up,  and  she  turned  deadly  pale. 
She  shivered  and  drew  down  her  veil.  The 
chapter  of  her  youth  was  closed  by  this  act ; 
she  had  cut  herself  asunder  from  the  old 
beautiful  enthusiastic  faith  in  her  life  for 
ever,  so  it  seemed  to  her,  and  the  wrench 
was  severe. 

From  the  man  who  had  dragged  her 
down  to  this  valley  of  terrible  humiliation 
she  moved  coldly  apart,  though  they  were 
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ostensibly  still  one.  From  the  moment  of 
the  crucial  tests  of  her  interviews  with 
Barrington  and  the  heads  of  the  political 
movement  with  which  she  was  identified, 
she  changed  surely  and  with  rapidly  pro- 
gressive steps.  The  ardent,  high-couraged, 
enthusiastic  girl  became  the  self-controlled, 
intense,  quiescent  woman,  whose  powers, 
self-concentrated,  seemed  to  deepen  rather 
than  widen,  and  whose  burning  sense  of 
wrong  sent  her  with  wrung  heart  and 
passionately  clenched,  helpless  hands  to  the 
cradle  wherein  the  little  flower-faced  child 
lay  open-eyed  and  gravely  sweet  in  the 
dawn  of  its  life. 

"My  pigeon,  my  little  saint,  heart's 
dearest,"  she  cried  breathlessly,  crushing 
the  small  tender  body  to  her  bosom  with 
vehemence,  "  comfort  thy  poor  mother. 
Thou  art  all  that  she  has  left  to  live  for. 
Desiree,  never  forget  that  thou  art  a  Sta- 
roski ;  and  keep  thy  heart  and  thy  lips 
clean  and  true,  lest  thy  mother  curse  the 
day  she  bore  thee." 

VOL.  I.  D 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"  Why  should  a  man,  whose  blood  is  warm  within, 
Sit  like  his  grandsire  cut  in  alabaster  ?  " 

'  Do  I  improve,  Ziski  ? " 

It  is  a  small  plaintive  voice  that  speaks 
with  childish  earnestness.  A  little  figure 
stands  poised  on  two  small  arched,  high- 
instepped  feet ;  a  little  face,  delicate, 
spiritual,  pathetic,  with  large  dark,  heavily 
lashed  eyes,  looks  wistfully  at  the  old  man. 

"  Yes,  yes,  little  princess ;  thou  hast  a 
patience — a  perseverance  truly  marvellous 
for  thy  age.  Listen.  Ziski  tells  thee  that 
thou  hast  genius.  Work  away,  little  pigeon, 
and  be  happy  in  thy  art." 

''  Ziski,"  the  child  asks  dreamily,  "  what 
is  being  happy  ? "  The  great  eyes  that 
take  up  so  large  a  portion  of  her  small  face 
are  fixed  gravely  on  him.     The  little  fiddle, 
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without  which  Desiree  is  seldom  seen,  re- 
poses on  her  childish  shoulder,  just  under 
her  delicate  infantine  chin  ;  the  tiny  fingers 
of  her  left  hand  stretch  themselves  upwards 
conscientiously  upon  the  strings ;  in  her 
right  hand  she  holds  the  bow  daintily 
suspended.  "  What  is  being  happy  '?  "  she 
repeats  gently. 

Ziski  crosses  himself  devoutly.  He  is  a 
good  Greek  Catholic.  "It  is  being  good," 
he  says  with  conviction.  "It  is  being 
innocent  and  holy,  like  the  Blessed  Lady 
and  the  saints.  Thou  art  good,  little  cab- 
bage. The  good  God  make  thee  happy. 
Let  us  repeat  the  last  movement  again." 

Desirde,  Countess  Helen  Staroska's  little 
daughter,  at  seven  years  of  age,  diflfered 
widely  in  her  gentle  unchild-like  gravity 
from  the  ideal  of  frolicsome  gaiety  con- 
ventionally associated  with  childhood.  A 
shadow  seemed  to  have  fallen  on  her  in  her 
cradle,  and  set  her  apart.  She  was  the 
object  of  her  mother's  passionate  devotion. 
All  the  vehement,   introspective,  emotional 
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heart  of  that  Polish  mother  was  set  upon 
the  child.  She  cherished  her  with  a  jealous 
passion  of  maternal  love,  that  dreaded  and 
disliked  the  intrusion  of  other  affections  into 
the  little  one's  life ;  but  if  she  were  jealous 
of  Barrington's  fondness  for  the  child,  Helen 
was  too  just,  too  mindful  of  her  plighted 
word  to  him  to  interfere  between  the  two, 
preferring  to  endure  mute  agonies  rather 
than  challenge  his  privilege  to  love  his  own 
flesh  and  blood,  and  assert  his  ris^hts  over 
Desirde's  childish  heart. 

Barrington  had  accepted  the  conditions 
of  life  offered  him  by  the  woman  whose 
pride  and  love  he  had  alike  outraged  half 
with  a  vague  feelino^  of  relief.  The  con- 
tempt  of  a  being  who  had  once  unreservedly 
adored  him  was  bitter  to  him  at  first ;  but 
in  time  the  bitterness  wore  itself  out,  and 
ceased  to  vex  him.  He  never  had  been  and 
never  could  be  her  equal,  morally  or  intel- 
lectually, and  there  was  not  wanting  a 
certain  sense  of  relaxation  in  being  summarily 
absolved   from   the  gme  of  attempting  to 
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appear  so.  He  was  fond  of  the  little 
Desiree,  being  of  an  affectionate  rather  than 
a  passionate  temperament,  and  he  perceived, 
with  something  between  wonder  and  satis- 
faction as  time  went  on,  that  Countess 
Helen  Staroska  proposed  to  keep  her  word 
to  him,  and  to  abstain  from  biassing  this 
young  mind  against  him.  And  in  effect 
Desiree  lavished  a  charming  childish  wealth 
of  affection  on  her  father,  who  was  uniformly 
kind  and  gay  towards  her.  If  in  her  troubles 
she  turned  instinctively  to  the  grave-eyed, 
tender- voiced  mother,  the  intense  restrained 
passion  of  whose  love  ached  in  her  sad  heart, 
and  found  expression  in  soft  vehement 
caresses,  and  the  fond  foolish  talk  of  her 
romantic  imaginative  Polish  tongue,  in  joy 
Desiree  ran  happily  enough  to  the  smooth- 
mannered,  smiling,  handsome  man,  who  was 
always  gentle,  always  affectionately  interested 
in  her  baby  wants  and  aspirations.  Once  and 
once  only,  when  the  child  was  still  little 
more  than  an  infant,  had  Helen  interfered 
between  father  and  daughter. 
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One  sultry  August  day,  she  had  gone 
with  Desiree  into  the  long,  cool  galleries  of 
the  Louvre.  They  were  empty,  save  for  a  few 
artists  copying  the  great  masterpieces  more 
or  less  languidly.  The  burden  of  life  pressed 
heavily  just  then  on  the  lonely  woman, 
deeply  imbued  as  she  was  with  the  proud 
and  melancholy  sadness  of  her  nation.  She 
was  yet  young,  and  the  romantic  possi- 
bilities of  life  were  already  over  for  her. 
She  had  lived  through  and  over  her  brief 
personal  idyll  of  love,  and  from  the  great 
epic  of  humanity  she  had  withdrawn  her- 
self. She  missed  the  stir  and  excitement 
of  the  political  side  of  things ;  she  longed 
for  the  old  interests,  the  old  divine  enthu- 
siasm for  the  cause  of  freedom.  She  felt 
she  was  looked  coldly  or  pityingly  on  by 
the  heroes  of  her  girlhood,  and  the  coldness 
or  the  pity  were  alike  full  of  bitterness  to 
her.  She  had  shielded  Barrington,  and  at 
what  a  cost  to  herself !  He  kept  all  he  had 
ever  had  of  the  modified  confidence  of  the 
Circles.     He  was  still  allowed  to  be  useful 
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to  the  extent  of  beinor  trusted  with  insio-nifi- 

O  o 

cant  details ;  but  she,  the  daughter  of  the 
Staroski,  the  beautiful  enthusiast,  the  im- 
petuous worker,  the  ardent  disciple,  who, 
helping  her  blind  and  aged  father,  had 
acquired  so  deep  and  vital  a  knowledge  of 
the  working  of  those  inner  circles  that  were 
the  heart  and  core  of  the  great  seething 
discontent  of  the  nations,  had  fallen  under 
a  cloud.  She  was  regarded  as  a  woman  too 
liable  to  the  infirmities  and  disabilities  of 
her  sex ;  not,  indeed,  wilfully  disloyal,  but 
too  impulsive  to  be  wholly  trusted  any  more, 
subject  to  gusts  of  passion,  waves  of  indis- 
cretion, followed  by  a  useless  remorse  and 
regret.  It  was  but  natural  that  a  woman's 
nerves  and  will  should  not  be  strono^  enouofh 
to  bear  the  weight  of  her  cognizance  of 
those  deep  and  deadly  combinations  in 
which  the  lives  and  fortunes  of  men  are  put 
in  constant  jeopardy.  Her  father's  daughter 
could  not  be  a  traitor,  but  it  was  clear  that 
she  was  a  woman  of  a  fibre  not  firm  enough 

o 

to  endure  the  perpetual  strain  of  the  terrible 
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work  of  the  brotherhoods.  She  was  too 
weak,  too  much  subject  to  hysterical  pas- 
sion, too  easily  moved  through  her  affections 
to  be  a  safe  conspirator.  That  which  she 
already  knew  was  safe  with  her  probably, 
but  the  burden  of  no  further  knowledge 
should  be  laid  upon  her. 

The  love  of  her  child  was  all  that  she 
had  to  fill  her  heart,  and  this  passion,  tender, 
absorbing,  devout,  threatened  to  become 
a  veritable  idolatry.  Clothed  in  the  eternal 
black  of  her  country-women,  she  had  half 
absently  seated  herself  before  a  holy  family 
of  one  of  the  elder  masters.  The  benig- 
nant divine  maternity  of  the  Virgin  Mother 
appealed  strongly  to  her  own  motherhood  ; 
the  gentle,  angelic  smile  of  the  little  St. 
John,  and  the  touching  mysterious  fore- 
knowledge of  sorrow  and  suffering  in  the 
grave-eyed  innocence  of  the  child  Christ, 
soothed  the  everlasting  fret  and  trouble  of 
her  heart.  She  gazed  at  the  picture  till 
presently  a  portion  of  its  calm  entered  into 
her  soul.     The  tension  of  her  features  re- 
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laxed,  her  burning  eyes  softened.  For  one 
brief  moment  she  seemed  almost  to  recover 
her  lost  youth. 

''  After  all,"  she  murmured,  a  lovely  smile 
parting  the  lips  that  were  all  too  sad  for 
her  age  and  their  own  perfection,  "I  too 
have  my  consolation.  Like  the  mother  of 
Christ,  I  have  a  little  angel  of  my  own. 
Desiree,  my  soul,  my  dear  one,  I  live  for 
thee." 

Then  all  at  once,  visited  by  the  remem- 
brance of  all  that  had  been  of  bitterest  pain 
before  that  Virgin  Mother,  when  in  the 
time  to  come  the  passion  of  Christ  should 
cause  the  iron  to  enter  into  her  patient 
soul,  fear  fell  upon  her,  she  trembled. 
What  if  the  same  swords  were  destined 
to  pierce  her  own  heart  ?  If  she,  too,  were 
doomed  to  be  tortured  through  her  mother- 
hood, the  deepest  passion,  the  strongest 
instinct  of  her  nature  ?  She  recoiled  in 
ahirm  before  the  unwelcome  thought. 

"Not  through  the  child.  Mother  of 
Christ,  intercede  for  me.     Let  her,  at  least, 
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be  happy.  Let  her  never  know  the  wounds 
from  which  we  others  bleed.  Pity  me,  and 
let  her  be  spared,"  her  heart  cried  to  the 
apotheosis  of  all  maternity,  and  she  wrung 
had  hands  unconsciously  with  poignant  pain, 
her  face  almost  convulsed  with  the  passion 
of  her  fear.  She  rose  abruptly  to  her  feet, 
and  looked  round  for  the  little  creature, 
who  a  moment  before  had  been  at  her  side. 
The  child  had  wandered  off.  Far  down  the 
gallery  she  was  making  her  way  in  a  pur- 
poseful manner  towards  the  figures  of  a  man 
and  woman,  standing  before  one  of  the 
battle-pieces  of  Vernet.  Her  hands  were 
stretched  out  before  her ;  she  was  making 
a  little  joyful  murmur  as  she  went,  charmed 
to  catch  sight  of  her  father  unexpectedly, 
for  the  man  was  Barrington.  His  com- 
panion, a  handsome  blonde,  first  perceived 
the  advancing  child. 

"  See,  my  friend,  the  little  one  is  seeking 
us." 

She  made  a  step  forward,  and  reached  out 
her   hands  with    smiling  welcome.     Appa- 
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rently,  like  the  generality  of  French  women, 
she  was  fond  of  children. 

"To  me,  little  cabbage ;  come,  then,  to 
me.     See,  I  have  this  hreloque  for  thee." 

She  dangled  a  little  fish  from  her  watch- 
chain.  Its  scales  glittered  seductively. 
The  woman's  smile  was  sweet,  her  eyes 
looked  kind.  Desiree  approached  nearer, 
and  accepted  the  charm  in  a  reverential 
rapture  of  gratitude.  The  brilliant  face  of 
the  young  woman  took  a  tinge  of  wist- 
ful sadness,  of  regret,  of  longing,  all  in 
one. 

"  Kiss  me  for  it,  then,"  she  said  coax- 
ingly,  stooping  down. 

Barrington  started,  and  made  a  step 
forward  irresolutely.  His  interference, 
if  indeed  he  had  intended  to  interfere, 
came  too  late.  The  child,  with  innocent 
frankness,  had  already  lifted  up  her  fresh 
lips  to  the  face  bent  down  to  her,  whose 
artificial  beauty  ill  supported  the  juxta- 
position. In  another  instant  their  lips 
would  have  touched  one  another. 
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Countess  Helen  all  at  once  came  silently 
down  upon  the  group,  and  gathered  her 
little  daughter  suddenly  into  her  arms, 
without  a  word.  Her  tired  magnificent  eyes 
encountered  those  of  the  others  with  a 
terrible  scorn,  a  withering  contempt  in 
their  dark  depths.  She  disdained  to  speak. 
Clasping  the  child  with  stringent  tenderness 
to  her  bosom,  she  retired  as  swdftly,  as 
silently  as  she  had  advanced.  In  the  dis- 
tance they  could  hear  her  lavishing  passion- 
ate caressing  consolation  on  the  little  startled 
creature  clinging  to  her  neck. 

The  blonde  young  woman  had  grown 
pale ;  she  was  looking  at  Barrington  with 
scared  eyes. 

"  But  who,  then,  was  it  ?  "  she  murmured 
afFrightedly. 

He  w^as  gazing  after  their  retreating 
figures  with  a  strange  mixture  of  feeliDgs 
in  his  face.  At  the  sound  of  her  voice  he 
seemed  to  recover  himself. 

"  Countess  Helen  Staroska,"  he  said,  with 
a  little  impatient  shrug,  ''mafemme" 
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"  And  the  child  was  hers — thine  ?  Quel 
mcdheur ! " 

"  Bah  !  don't  let  us  think  of  it.  Come 
out  into  the  sunshine,  Francine.  We  were 
fools  ever  to  enter  this  place  at  all  !  It  is 
a  tomb,  a  sepulchre." 

She  glanced  furtively  at  his  frowning, 
disturbed  brow.  "  She  influences  him,  then, 
still.  Is  it  love  or  hatred  he  feels  for  her  ?  " 
she  reflected  doubtfully. 

They  passed  out  together  into  the  vivid 
sunlight  outside,  and  in  a  few  moments 
had  shaken  off"  the  chilling  effect  of  Countess 
Helen  Staroska's  swift  passionate  withdrawal 
of  her  child  from  the  contamination  of  the 
threatened  caress. 

The  following  morning  Barrington  came 
into  the  room  where  the  mother  and  child 
were  together.  He  moved  about  uneasily, 
taking  up  a  few  scattered  ornaments  aim- 
lessly, only  to  put  them  down  again. 

"  Helen,"  -he  said  at  last,  "  I  wish  to 
express  to  you  my  regret  that  you  should 
have  been  annoyed  yesterday  by  au  unfor- 
tunate rencontre." 
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The  dark  lightning  from  her  eyes  flashed 
on  him.  She  locked  her  long,  slender 
fingers  hard  together. 

"  Go  down  to  Ziski,  Desiree.  He  will 
play  to  thee,  my  love,"  she  said  tenderly. 

She  waited  till  the  door  closed  behind  the 
obedient  little  figure  before  she  spoke  again. 
"  I  do  not  expect  miracles,  impossibilities, 
or  even  improbabilities,"  she  said  coldly ; 
"  I  do  not  claim  the  right  to  complain  of 
any  lack  of  respect  towards  myself,  but  I 
expect  and  exact  that  you  respect  the 
child's  innocence,  nay,  more,  that  you  pro- 
tect it.  With  regard  to  yourself  and  your 
conduct,  except  as  it  afi'ects  her  I  do  not 
inquire.  I  have  given  up  the  right  to  do 
so,  but  I  demand  that  my  daughter's  purity 
and  tender  age  be  held  sacred." 

There  was  a  moment's  pause. 

"  I  have  said  my  say,"  repeated  Barring 
ton,  half  sullenly.  "  I  have  apologized  for 
what  took  place  yesterday ;  but,  after  all, 
is  not  it  your  own  fault  that  I  am  driven  to 
such  ignoble  distraction  ?  " 
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"  It  is  possible/'  she  acquiesced,  with  un- 
promising coldness,  "but  unavoidable." 

"  Need  it  be  so  ? "  he  urged  suddenly, 
and  earnestly  as  it  seemed.  "  Helen,  Helen  ! 
why  go  on  like  this  ?  Why  not  legalize  our 
union  even  now,  and  begin  over  again  ? " 

She  shrank  away  from  him  with  an  in- 
describable shuddering  recoil.  "  For  us 
there  can  be  no  beginning  afresh,"  she 
murmured.  "  Too  many  ghosts  of  mur- 
dered men  stand  betv/een  us." 

He  glanced  at  her  face  and  turned  pale, 
but  he  persisted  a  little  longer.  "  Yet  you 
loved  me  once,  Helen  ? "  he  said  positively. 

*'  My  love  died  long  ago,"  she  answered, 
with  a  fresh  shudder.      "  Could  it  survive 

that    day,    think    you,    when    P and 

J and  S ,  and,  oh  !  how  many  more 

suffered,  because — how  shall  I  speak  it  ? — 
the  man  I  thought  my  husband,  Desirde's 
father,  betrayed  them  as  Judas  did  his 
Master  for  a  sum  of  money  ?  " 

The  concentrated  scorn  of  her  passionate 
words  and  gesture  lashed  him  like  a  whip. 
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He    grew   livid,    and   his    hand   touched    a 
small  dao^o^er  hidden  in  his  bosom. 

C>c> 

"  Are  you  mad  ? "  he  hissed  in  a  low  voice, 
vibrating  between  rage  and  fear,  "  or  tired  of 
your  life  that  you  use  such  language,  to 
me  ?" 

"  I  am  not  mad,"  she  said,  with  the 
terrible  look  of  despair  of  her  soul's  weari- 
ness. "  Tired  of  life  I  am,  Heaven  knows. 
But  for  the  child  I  would  welcome  your 
knife  in  my  heart ;  but  I  do  not  fear  you, 
Michael.  You  will  never  dare  to  strike. 
You  cannot  risk  it." 

She  took  up  her  embroidery  again,  ceasing 
to  regard  him.  He  had  no  longer  any  part 
in  her  life,  except  as  Desiree  was  affected 
by  him. 

Half  ashamed  of  the  momentary  transport 
that  had  hurried  him  into  an  impotent 
threat,  Barrington  removed  his  hand  from 
his  dagger's  hilt,  and  went  out  with  studied 
carelessness.  His  attempt  at  a  reconcilia- 
tion had  not  prospered. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  Such  mocks  of  dreams  do  turn  to  deadly  pain." 

The  music  in  the  chiki  showed  itself  early. 
Before  she  could  speak  she  would  sit 
motionless,  her  grave  baby  eyes  fixed  on 
Ziski,  whilst  he  discoursed  to  her  endless 
tliemes  upon  his  fiddle.  She  was  evi- 
dently, young  as  slie  was,  thrilled  b}'  the 
piercing  sweetness  of  the  notes  that  issued 
from  the  brown  violin.  She  listened  in 
them  intently,  rapt  in  a  vague  exquisite- 
delight.  She  was  always  good  with  Ziski 
— technically  good,  that  is.  She  was  never 
fretful  nor  restless,  for  she  was  hapjDy, 
divinely  happy,  absorbed  in  the  rapture  of 
harmonious  sound. 

Helen,  with  her  air  of  half-bitter,  wholly 

VOL.  I.  F. 
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tender  inelancholj,  watched  the  simple- 
minded  old  musician  and  tlie  tiny  music- 
struck  child  with  interested  eyes.  She  saw 
the  ecstacy  of  the  little  pale,  softly  moulded 
face,  the  brightness  of  Desiree's  luminous 
eyes.  She  remarked  how  the  frail  small 
body  trembled  sensitively  to  the  violins 
piteous  passion,  instinct  and  articulate  as 
it  was  with  the  trouble  of  human  life,  and  ii. 
revelation  seemed  vouchsafed  to  her.  She 
turned  to  the  faithful  old  follower  of  the 
fallen  fortunes  of  the  Staroski  with  favour. 

"  Teach  the  child  thy  art,  Ziski,"  she  said 
iippealingly.  "  See  I  she  has  already  the 
desire  to  learn.  Steep  her  soul  in  thy 
music.  Transport  her  into  thy  charmed 
world  of  lovely  dreams,  where  she  will  live 
like  thee  for  ever  young  in  heart,  in  the 
repose  of  that  happy  art-world  beyond  the 
toilsome  weariness  of  this  struggle  for  life, 
for  leave  to  live  and  breathe  the  clean  air, 
<ind  look  up  to  the  sun  in  freedom  and 
peace,  that  wears  us  others  out." 

"  Yes,    honoured    lady,"    the    old    man 
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answered  soothingly,  being  in  truth  per- 
plexed by  this  sudden  manifestation  of 
emotion  in  the  mistress  and  idol  of  his 
simple  devotion,  ''the  little  one  has  the 
musician's  soul — the  musician's  hand,  too. 
See  there ! " 

He  took  the  baby  hand  in  his,  and  gently 
straightened  out  the  small  nervous  fingers 
that  thrilled  and  quivered  at  a  touch. 

Desiree  looked  on  at  this  action  with 
solemn,  serious  eyes ;  then,  seeing  on  a 
sudden  the  restrained  passion  of  yearning  in 
her  mother's  countenance,  her  lips  trembled, 
a  shadow  passed  into  her  childish  face,  she 
fetched  a  long  shivering  sigh,  and  began  to 
cry  softly  to  herself,  with  a  sorrowful  little 
gurgling  sound  she  seemed  to  try  to  sup- 
press. 

The  tall  heart-sick  woman  took  her  up 
unxiously.  ''  Quick,  Ziski,"  she  cried  ! 
passionately;  "play  something  to  comfort 
my  blossom..  Ah !  thy  mother  has  been 
cruel  to  thee,  heart's  dearest ;  she  has  suf- 
fered  the    shadow  of  her  own   trouble  to 
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touch  tliy  tender  heart.  Console  tlijself^ 
little  pigeon  ;  thou  shalt  have  neither  pain 
nor  sorrow,  if  thy  mother's  love  can  keep 
thee  innocent  and  haj)py.  Thou  shalt  grow 
like  a  young  bird,  to  enjoy  the  sunshine, 
that  is  the  smile  of  God,  without  stint  or 
fear/' 

She  kissed  and  fondled  the  small  creature 
with  guarded  tenderness,  fearing  to  agitate 
still  further  the  little  loving  heart,  and  in 
a.  moment  Desiree  was  comforted,  and 
listening  again  with  ra2:)ture  to  Ziski's 
fiddle,  the  tears  dried  on  her  soft  j^alo 
cheeks,  her  thin  little  arms  clasped  loosely 
round  the  long,  slender,  still  lovely  throat 
of  the  sorrowful,  dark-browed  mother,  she 
was  so  like  yet  so  unlike. 

Thus  the  little  girl  grew  up,  with  no  real 
knowledge  of  anything  besides  her  music,  for 
which  indeed  she  seemed  to  live.  8in  and 
suffering  passed  her  by,  or  rather  stopped 
short  of  her,  intercepted  by  the  vigilance  that 
tired  not  nor  slept  at  its  post.  The  whole 
forces  of  Countess  Helen  Staroska's  nature 
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were  concentrated  on  preserving  intact  the 
child's  innocent  peace.  And  the  one  link 
left  between  her  and  Barrington  was  their 
mutual  love  for  their  little  daughter.  Her 
pride  outraged  by  him,  her  heart  wounded 
to  the  core  by  his  unworthiness,  and  sick 
with  the  contempt  he  had  forced  her  to  feel 
for  him,  there  yet  remained  his  interest  in 
the  child  to  keep  her  from  absolute  aliena- 
tion from  the  man  with  whom  she  shared 
the  roof  above  their  heads,  and  to  whom  she 
punctiliously  paid  over  the  greater  part  of 
the  scanty  income  upon  which  they  suli- 
sisted. 

These  two  living  together,  yet  so  im- 
measurably apart,  did  not  quarrel.  The 
breach  was  too  hopeless,  too  deadly  in  its 
absolute  finality  for  quarrelling.  They 
behaved  towards  each  other  witli  a  cold  and 
terrible  politeness,  but  to  the  child  each  was 
gentle,  and  if  the  stifled  passion  of  lier 
mother's  love  for  her  drew  Desiree's  wist- 
ful heart  to  that  motlier's  side  with  tlie 
magnetic  force  of  a  strong  soul's  instinctive 
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ascendency  over  a  weaker,  Barring  to  n'.s 
facile,  affectionate  interest  in  all  she  did  or 
said  liad  a  natural  attraction  for  her  also. 
She  loved  her  father,  but  her  mother  she 
worshipped  as  a  visible  providence,  with  a 
passion  of  adoration  little  inferior  to  the 
bitter  sweetness  of  the  exclusive  devotion 
to  herself  that  filled  that  mother's  heart. 

Guarded  thus  by  both  parents,  with  Ziski 
for  tutor,  and  her  fiddle  for  friend,  play- 
mate, confidant,  all  in  one,  Desiree's  childisli 
life  flowed  on  in  happy  peace. 

Anna  Petrovna,  the  old  Polish  woman, 
took  her  out  for  formal  walks,  and  brought 
her  punctually  in  again,  without  suffering 
any  intercourse  with  other  children.  She 
made  no  acquaintances,  nor  did  she  wish  for 
any.  She  saw  children  playing  under  the 
trees  in  the  Bois,  but  she  had  no  desire  to 
play  too.  They  were  frivolous  little  butter- 
flies in  the  premature  gravity  of  her  eyes. 
She  longed  sometimes  for  the  hour  for  the 
promenade  to  be  over,  that  she  might  return 
to  Ziski,  and  her  fiddle,  which  drew  her  more 
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and  more  into  a  sort  of  strange,  sweet  bond- 
age to  it.  Hour  after  hour,  day  after  day, 
Ziski  and  the  child  practised  their  sympho- 
nies and  sonatas,  and  by  degrees  her  genius 
developed  itself,  slowly  and  surely.  She 
was  ignorant,  profoundly  crassly  ignorant 
of  much,  but  the  divine  laws  of  harmony 
entered  into  her  iumost  being,  and  became^ 
part  of  it.  As  Helen  had  foreseen,  the  little 
girl  lived  in  a  beautiful  world  of  dreams,  a 
charmed,  enchanted  world  with  old  Ziski, 
far  from  the  toil  and  trouble  of  earthh- 
things,  far  from  the  fever  and  fret  of 
humanity.  The  strife  of  the  people  against 
their  rulers  concerned  her  hot,  though  she 
was  in  Paris,  where  the  empire  had  failed  to 
satisfy  the  incurable  discontent  of  the 
masses.  It  had  left  untouched  the  vital 
problems  of  the  life  of  the  proletariat,  and 
it  had  supplanted  the  republic. 

Tt  was  something  that  there  should  liav(^ 
been  a  republic  in  Paris,  though  but  short- 
lived— Paris,  the  mother  of  ideas,  the  evan- 
gelist of  freedom.     It  had  been  a  promise,  a 
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foretaste  of  the  future  millenniuni ;  but  as 
yet  it  had  availed  little  to  the  oppressed 
nationalities  of  Poland,  of  Hungary,  of 
Ireland,  who  groaned  under  the  yoke  of 
Russia,  of  Austria,  and  of  England.  Whilst 
in  Germany,  even  Germany,  the  enlight- 
ened, the  fatherland  of  science,  the  people 
were  also  under  the  iron  heel  of  a  military 
despotism ;  and  the  w^ork  that  had  been  so 
w^ell  begun  in  Italy,  was  not  it  yet  immature, 
incomplete,  unachieved,  so  long  as  the  arch- 
priest  held  sway  in  Eome,  and  the  spurious 
glitter  of  the  Second  Empire  degraded 
France  ?  There  was  yet  much  left  for  the 
Circles  to  accomplish.  Nor  were  there 
wanting  to  the  experienced  indications  of  a, 
great  movement  in  the  air,  underground, 
everywhere.  The  Franco-Prussian  war  was 
hatching.  Paris  was  restless,  uneasy,  and 
the  disquiet  in  the  capital  thrilled  France. 
The  foundations  of  the  empire  were  being 
sapped.  Luxury,  corruption,  social  and  po- 
litical, tainted  everything.  The  well-known 
farce  of  the  plebiscite  was  invented,  put  in 
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liancl,  carried  out,  and  the  court  lulled  into 
false  security  again.  Nevertheless,  the  unre- 
lenting, unappeasable  hostility  of  the  secret 
societies  to  the  thrones  was  gathering  up  its 
forces  for  battles,  and  as  yet  no  efforts  on 
■the  part  of  the  police  of  Europe  were  able 
to  discover  where  the  danger  was  likely  to 
be  greatest. 

Into  the  empty  chamber  of  Countess 
Helen  Staroska's  mind,  the  spirit  of  po- 
litical unrest  returned,  irresistibly  impelling 
action.  The  subtle,  indefinable  thrill  in  the 
air  fired  her  imaojination  aojain.  The  se- 
verities  in  Moscow  and  St.  Petersburg 
^igainst  political  offenders  caused  her  to 
tremble  with  a  passion  of  unspeakable  pain 
.and  grief.  One  of  the  common  episodes  of 
Eussian  brutality,  the  victim  of  which  was 
related  to  her  mother  s  fiimily,  swept  away 
the  last  remnants  of  the  difiicult  self-con- 
trol that  had  for  long  restrained  her  from 
once  more  beseeching  for  work  at  the  hands 
of  the  brotherhoods.  All  tlie  fiery  com- 
p<ments  of  her  Polish  blood  fiamed  up.    The 
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loYc  of  lier  child  could  fill  her  life  no- 
longer.  She  thirsted  for  work  again,  for 
work  for  the  people — to  be  suffered  once 
more  to  set  her  hand  to  the  plough.  In  the 
passion  of  her  longing  to  help  in  the  de- 
liverance of  the  oppressed  proletariat,  her 
reason  almost  trembled.  She  sought  an 
intervicAv  with  the  heads  of  the  secret  so- 
cieties, from  which  she  emerged  triumphant. 
The  expiation  of  six  years  was  accepted. 
Necessarily  close  observers,  it  had  not  failed 
to  strike  those  to  whom  she  preferred  her 
petition  that  a  great  change  had  passed 
over  her.  She  had  come  through  the 
furnace,  she  had  received  tlic  baptism  of 
fire  that  is  achieved  by  the  sacrifice  of  the 
illusions.  Like  Eve  in  Eden,  she  had  eaten 
of  the  fruit  of  the  tree  of  knowledge,  and 
found  it  bitter  to  the  taste,  the  herald  of 
death,  the  death  of  her  faith  in  him  for 
whom  she  had  given  up  all.  She  had  loved 
much  and  trusted  largely,  and  in  proportion 
to  the  greatness  of  her  love  and  faith  had 
been  the  desolation  of  her  disenchantment. 
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the  recoil  of  her  loathing  senses  from  the 
traitor.  The  uncontrollable  tremor  that 
passed  over  her  at  the  mention  of  Barring- 
ton,  the  involuntary  hardening  of  her 
features,  the  darkening  of  her  eyes,  at- 
tracted the  attention  of  her  interlocutor. 
He  glanced  at  his  coadjutors,  and  spoke 
openly  to  her  of  the  plans  and  aspiration  of 
the  societies. 

"  You  will  comprehend,  madame,"  he  said 
pointedly,  at  the  end  of  his  low- voiced  com- 
munication, "  that  this  knowledge  is  for 
yourself  alone.'' 

He  paused  and  looked  hard  at  her. 

"  I  understood  it  so,  and  will  keep  it  in- 
violably secret,"  she  answered  gravely. 

The  point  was  pressed  further.  '•'  Your 
liusband  even  must  be  excluded  from  your 
confidence  in  this  instance,  madame." 

Her  great  sad  eyes  flashed.  "  I  have  no 
longer  a  husband,"  she  said,  with  passion. 

A  smile  of  intelligence  passed  round  the 
little  circle.  "  We  have  regained  her,"  it 
seemed  to  say. 
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She  appeared  to  be  engaged  in  subduing 
some  emotion  that  hindered  her  from  utter- 
ing, with  the  necessary  calmness,  something 
she  wished  to  say. 

''  Beware  of  Michael  Barrington,''  she 
said  at  length,  with  bitterness,  and  paused. 

The  council  regarded  her  attentively. 

''  We  have  been  careful,  madame,"  mur- 
mured the  chief;  "nevertheless,  he  knows 
much,  too  much,  possibly,  for  prudence.  The 
shadow  of  the  Staroski  name  over  him  has, 
perhaps,  engendered  too  great  confidence." 

*'  Let  it  do  so  no  longer,"  she  cried  vvith 
energy.  "  He  has  deceived,  betrayed  me  ; 
why  not  you  in  your  turn  ?  " 

'•'  Yet  you  live  with  him  still  ?  " 

''Ostensibly  yes,  for  the  sake  of  my  little 
ilaughter ;  but  actually  we  are  for  ever 
divided.  It  is  a  veritable  divorce  between  us. 
You  wonder  that  I  trouble  you  thus  with 
my  private  affairs.  It  is  for  your  informa- 
tion that  you  may  perceive  that  to  Michael 
Barrington,  at  least,  I  am  not  likely  to  reveal 
anything." 
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As  she  stood  before  them,  tall,  imposing, 
still  beautiful  if  too  worn  for  her  years,  that 
strange  energy  of  passion,  of  conviction  that 
carries  an  audience  with  it  whether  they 
will  or  no,  the  magnetism  of  downright 
deadly  earnest  asserted  itself.  The  men 
l)efore  her  saw  and  recognized  a  woman 
who  had  cast  away  all  timidity,  all  natural 
feminine  fear  and  softness  ;  a  woman  lieroic, 
vihraiite,  dangerous,  as  the  Polish  women 
have  ever  been,  to  the  cause  of  tyranny  and 
oppression ;  a  woman  to  set  alight  the 
inflammable  hearts  of  the  masses  should 
occasion  recjuire  it — a  pythoness,  a  martyr  if 
need  be,  a  v»^eapon  of  fine  temper,  valuable 
in  hands  able  to  use  it,  terrible  in  those 
tliat  are  incompetent  to  direct  it  aright.  All 
this  they  saw — her  strength,  but  not  her 
weakness.  They  were  ignorant  of  the 
powerful  hold  the  child  Desiree  had  over 
the  heart  of  her  mother.  Towards  her  child. 
Countess  Helen  was  but  as  other  women — 
the  heroine  was  merged  in  the  mother. 
Where  Desiree  was  concerned,  the  master 
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passion  of  her  life  asserted  itself  to  tlie 
exclusion  of  all  else,  and  tliat  master  passion 
was  but  the  world  old  divine  mystery  of 
mother-love.  Between  her  and  an  abstract 
humanity  stood  the  child's  frail  form. 

''Barrington  must  be  a  fool,"  said  one 
of  the  council,  musingly,  after  she  had  gone. 
''  He  has  lost  her." 

The  speaker  was  a  man  of  middle  age, 
whose  crisply  curling  black  hair  and  olive 
skin  proclaimed  him  of  southern  Europe. 

'^  I  wonder  how,"  returned  a  younger 
man  ;  "  for  that  she  loved  him  once,  I'll 
swear.  After  old  Staroski's  death  she  would 
liave  gone  through  fire  and  water  for  liim. 
Why,  she  adored  him.  He  has  played  his 
cards  badly  with  her." 

"  Bah  !  He  has  been  himself,  and  she 
herself,  that  is  all.  The  true  sickens  of  the 
false  ;  and  the  Staroski's  were  always  faithful 
to  the  death.  She  has  found  out  our  friend, 
that  he  is  shifty  and  a  coward,  and  has 
probably  other  faults  besides,  if  these  were 
not  enough.     Did  not  you  notice  the  bitter- 
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ness  of  lier  '  il  m'a  trahi '  ?  Did  not  you 
remark  tlie  passion  of  her  caution  to  us  not 
to  trust  him  too  far  ?  " 

"  Is  not  he  trusted  almost  too  far 
iilready  '?  " — tentatively. 

"  He  dares  not  betray  us.  We  hold  him 
through  his  fears.  He  is  useful  to  us,  too. 
He  is  supple,  adroit,  not  too  scrupulous, 
with  a  happy  gift  of  persuasion,  and,  above 
all,  he  has  done  us  this  service  :  he  has 
given  back  to  us  Countess  Helen  Staroska, 
worth  ten  times  more  to  us  than  the  woman 
he  married  a  dozen  years  ago.  But  for  one 
thino;  she  would  be  invaluable. '^ 

"  And  that  is '^ 

^^The  child  she  spoke  of.  That  will 
hinder  her  usefulness.  Who  knows  if  it 
will  not  cramp  her  action  precisely  at  the 
moment  we  most  want  her  ? " 
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CHAPTER  V. 

*'  For  Tvliat  profit  is  it  for  men  now  in  this  present 
time  to  live  in  heaviness,  and  after  death  to  look  for 
punishment  ?  " 

The  Second  Empire  had  never  seemed  more 
prosperous.  The  voice  of  the  people  had 
answered  through  the  plebiscite  the  Em- 
peror's appeal  in  the  affirmative.  Suddenly 
the  Spanish  question  assumed  a  serious 
aspect.  The  German  Chancellor  took  up 
an  attitude  hostile  to  France  with  regard  to- 
the  proposed  nomination  of  Prince  Leopold 
of  HohenzoUern-Sigmaringen  to  the  throne 
of  Spain.  The  rigidity  of  the  King  of 
Prussia  and  Bismarck,  their  unconciliatoiy 
unbending  aspect  irritated  French  suscep- 
tibilities.  It  is  a  matter  of  history  how 
small  an  incident  set  a  light  to  the  com- 
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bustible  materials  collected  at  Ems,  and  let 
loose  the  dogs  of  war.  The  celebrated  ulti- 
matum of  the  Due  de  Grammont,  requiring 
Prussia  to  abstain  from  supporting  any 
future  pretensions  on  the  part  of  the  heredi- 
tary Prince  of  Hohenzollern-Sigmaringen, 
precipitated  the  declaration  of  war,  and 
Paris,  on  hearing  of  it,  went  mad  with 
military  enthusiasm.  The  cry  "  A  Berlin  ! 
a  Berlin  ! "  deafened  the  ears  of  common 
sense  and  moderation.  The  Imperialists 
were  delivered  over  to  a  delirium  of  exulta- 
tion ;  the  army  panted  to  be  hm-led  against 
the  foe  ;  the  court  prepared  itself  for  heroic 
deeds ;  the  Emperor  himself  and  the  young 
Prince  Imperial  set  out  to  share  in  the 
glories  of  the  campaign.  The  boy's  baptism 
of  fire  was  to  be  accomplished  under  the 
eyes  of  France.  The  Empress  was  appointed 
Eegent. 

Amidst  the  universal  excitement  of  a  high- 
spirited  and  martial  population  at  the  pros- 
pect of  a  brilliant  and  successful  campaign, 
and   the   delusive   satisfaction   of   the   Im- 

VOL.  I.  F 
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perialist  party  at  the  sudden  and  amazing 
popularity  with  which  its  defiance  of  the 
arrogant  pretensions  of  Prussia  had  endowed 
it,  a  few  only,  more  thoughtful  or  better 
versed  in  the  politics  of  Europe,  saw  more 
in  the  struggle  about  to  begin  than  a  mere 
war  between  two  great  powers,  jealous  of 
one  another's  prestige  and  authority  on  the 
European  chess-board.  To  these  few  it 
presented  a  different  aspect  to  those  wars 
which  had  preceded  it  in  the  century.  In 
the  words  of  Mr.  Disraeli,  speaking  in  the 
English  House  of  Commons,  "It  represented 
the  German  revolution,  a  greater  political 
event  than  the  French  revolution  of  the 
last  century."  To  Countess  Helen,  to  Bar- 
rington,  to  the  executive  of  the  international 
organizations,  always  shrouded  in  mystery, 
it  meant  even  more  than  this.  They  saw 
in  it  the  commencement  of  the  great  social 
upheaval  ostensibly  so  passionately  longed 
for  by  all  who  were  bound  to  the  brother- 
hood of  progress  —  longed  for  in  earnest 
reality  by  some,  at  least,  of  those  vowed  to 
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the  cause  of  an  ideal  freedom,  if  receiving 
but  a  half-hearted  support  from  others.  The 
tension  of  the  time  strung  Helen  s  nerves  to 
their  highest  pitch.  Her  brain  was  abnor- 
mally active.  Untiring,  vigilant,  strong, 
beautiful  and  devoted,  well  might  the 
societies  congratulate  themselves  upon  that 
wreck  of  her  personal  happiness  which  had 
given  her  back  to  them,  brilliant  and  hard 
as  polished  steel,  all  the  force  of  her  intelli- 
gence thrown  with  enthusiasm  into  the 
cause  of  the  people,  and  with  the  passion 
for  justice  intensified,  that  had  lived  always 
in  her  Polish  blood,  planted  there  by  the 
immemorial  oppressions,  the  bitter  and 
terrible  cruelties  sustained  by  her  kindi'ed, 
her  countrymen  and  countrywomen,  at  the 
merciless  hands  of  Eussia. 

In  breathless  expectation  Paris  waited  for 
news  of  the  victories  that  were  a  foregone 
conclusion  for  the  arms  of  France — waited 
exultantly  with  the  certainty  their  contempt 
for  the  Prussians  gave  the  mob  of  unre- 
flecting  martial   enthusiasts.      "  A   Berlin  ! 
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a  Berlin ! "  they  continued  to  cry  with 
insistence — with  fatal,  premature  triumph. 
The  war-fever  was  at  its  highest.  The 
patriotic  conviction  of  the  army's  inevitable 
success  rode  rampant  over  the  sinister  pro- 
phecies of  the  small  minority  who  ventured 
to  doubt  if  all  were  really  so  well,  and  the 
still  smaller  one  that  knew,  that  saw  some- 
thing of  the  underside  of  the  cards. 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  excitement  and 
speculation,  a  chill  all  at  once  made  itself 
felt.  There  came  a  pause,  a  check ;  and 
then,  before  Paris  had  had  time  to  brace 
herself  against  the  impending  shock,  there 
arrived  the  news  of  the  fateful  collapse  of 
the  empire  at  Sedan,  followed  immediately 
by  the  proclamation  of  the  republic  and 
the  flight  of  the  Empress. 

Paul  Ziski,  the  old  henchman  of  the  Sta- 
roskis,  thrilled  to  the  mighty  throb  of 
mingled  passion  and  grief  in  the  vibrating 
air  of  Paris.  He  poured  out  his  excitement 
in  wild  music,  enveloping  the  little  Desiree 
in  the  whirl  and  tumult  of  his  theme,  till 
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her  small  pale  face  flushed  and  trembled, 
and  her  eyes  shone,  unknown  to  herself, 
with  a  serious  brilliancy  that  gave  to  her 
soft  childish  beauty  something  of  the  fire 
and  fervour  of  her  mother's. 

"Thanks  be  to  the  Almighty,  the  little 
one  is  a  true  Staroski,"  murmured  Ziski, 
piously.  "She  is  a  child  of  Poland.  Her 
heart  answers  to  the  call  of  the  people. 
The  cry  of  the  oppressed  is  already  as  the 
sound  of  a  trumpet  to  her.  She  will  not 
belie  the  blood  of  the  martyrs  she  inherits. 
Listen,  my  princess,  my  pigeon,  to  the 
music  of  the  people." 

He  swept  his  bow  with  energy  across  the 
strings,  and  the  child,  with  bright  eyes 
fixed  on  his,  sighed  and  shuddered  and 
quickened  in  involuntary,  passionate  re- 
sponse to  the  plaintive,  tremulous,  magical 
passion  of  the  violin's  irresistible  voice. 
Over  her,  so  ignorant  of  life,  to  whom  its 
infinite  possibilities  of  pleasure  and  pain 
were  equally  unknown,  the  spell  of  Ziski's 
fiddle  exercised  a  strange  cliarm.     It  bred 


70  POMEGRANATE   SEED. 

in  her  a  vague  emotion,  a  longing  for  she 
knew  not  what — a  restless  impulse  to  under- 
stand something  of  its  mysterious  meaning, 
a  meaning  that  seemed  to  strike  her  with 
uncomprehended  tears.  She  listened  till 
she  could  endure  it  no  longer,  and  her 
dawning  trouble  broke  forth  in  sobs,  and 
the  tears  forced  themselves  upwards  to  her 
large,  wistful  eyes. 

"  What  is  it,  Ziski  ? "  she  faltered  pa- 
thetically— ''  what  is  it  that  tears  my  heart  ? 
Why  do  I  suffer  thus  ? " — clasping  her  hands 
on  her  bosom. 

And  the  old  man,  touched  with  regret  at 
the  sight  of  her  wondering,  wet  face,  pale 
with  this  unknown  trouble,  felt  a  pang  for 
having  disturbed  her  childish  peace. 

"It  is  the  music  of  humanity,"  he  said 
solemnly.  "Heaven  forgive  me  for  having 
let  it  speak  to  thee  too  soon,  my  little  soul ! 
Thou  art  too  young,  too  tender,  yet  to 
listen  to  the  cry  of  those  that  struggle  and 
gasp  for  the  life  of  the  heart,  of  the  in- 
tellect, for  leave  to  live  free  on  the  beautiful 
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earth.  Thou,  too,  shalt  learn  this  music 
some  day,  but  not  yet — not  yet.  Thou 
art  all  too  young,  too  soft,  too  frail  to  bear 
it  now." 

He  changed  the  mood  of  the  music  as  he 
spoke.  The  violin  ceased  to  palpitate  and 
cry  like  a  living  creature  out  of  the  depths 
of  a  heart's  agony  of  hope,  of  aspiration,  of 
despair.  It  no  longer  seemed  to  take  up 
the  whole  of  life  and  utter  it,  but  turned 
aside  from  the  great  high  road,  where  the 
multitude  sob  and  quiver  for  ever  in  the 
struggle,  into  a  sweet  and  beauteous  by-way, 
sacred  to  innocence  and  the  lovely  dream- 
land of  youth.  The  tender- charm  of  the 
virgin  soul,  young  and  happy  in  the 
claustral,  contented  seclusion  of  its  ignorance 
of  sin  and  punishment,  formed  a  theme 
divinely  soft  breathed  by  the  inspired 
strings.  The  passion,  the  vague  trouble  died 
down  in  Desiree's  young  eyes ;  a  calm, 
beatific  in  its  repose,  bathed  her  soul  in 
a  heavenly  peace  again.  Once  more  she 
was  happy,  serenely,  profoundly  happy,  in 
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her  pure  youth ;  but  nevertheless  the  deeper 
chords  within  her  had  been  touched,  the 
capacity  for  suffering,  that  terrible  sympathy 
with  human  life,  that  melancholy,  the 
heritage  of  woe  that  Poland,  bleeding, 
prostrate,  dishevelled,  a  "  Niobe  of  nations," 
bequeaths  to  her  children,  was  hers,  as  it  had 
been  her  mother's  before  her.  Already, 
child  as  she  was,  the  Staroski  blood  had 
been  stirred  in  her.  She  had  thrilled  to 
the  cry  of  those  who  suffer.  And  this 
chord,  once  struck,  albeit  for  the  present 
lulled  to  rest,  would  never  wholly  cease  to 
vibrate — never  altogether  sleep  again.  The 
child  had  been  for  a  moment  awakened  to 
a  consciousness  of  something  outside  and 
beyond  her  childish  experience,  of  a  trouble, 
a  tumult  of  strife,  a  weariness  of  ejBfort,  from 
which  she  was  carefully  sequestered ;  and 
she  felt  dimly  that  there  existed  another 
world  to  the  one  in  which  she  lived,  restless, 
stormy,  throbbing  with  the  full,  passionate 
pulse  of  humanity,  far  removed  from  the 
twilight,    shadowy    sphere    in    which     she 
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moved    tranquilly    in    her     charmed     and 
guarded  childhood. 

This  glimpse  of  the  unknown,  brief  and 
fleeting,  impressed  itself  strongly  if  vaguely 
upon  her  imagination.  It  recurred  again 
at  intervals,  recalled  by  chance  cadences  in 
Ziski's  polonaises  and  fantasias,  who  could 
not  always  keep  himself  under.  A  chance 
phrase  of  her  father's,  moreover,  an  intona- 
tion in  the  clear,  vibrating  voice  of  her 
mother,  had  power  also  to  wake  again  an 
echo  of  the  fitful  trouble  that  had  laid  its 
finger  on  her  childish  heart.  She  began  to 
watch  the  faces  of  the  men  and  women  in 
the  streets,  to  question  Anna.  Petrovna,  to 
grow  pale  and  listless,  and  put  her  hand 
oftener  to  her  head,  whilst  violet  circles  came 
and  widened  round  her  wistful,  intent 
eyes.  She  was  now  seven  years  of  age,  and 
her  perceptive  faculties  were  in  danger  of 
being  abnormally  developed.  She  followed 
old  Ziski  like  his  shadow,  clinging  more 
than  ever  to  the  fiddle,  that  was  her  great 
refuge  and  resource  still,  but  which,  in  the 
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opinion  of  Anna  Petrovna,  was  doing  lier  no 
good.  The  change  in  process  of  coming 
over  the  child  was  unperceived  by  her 
parents,  both  severally  and  separately  ab- 
sorbed in  the  vital  interests  of  the  hour. 

Countess  Helen  Staroska,  her  heart  on 
fire  with  a  fine  enthusiasm,  sanguine,  de- 
voted, swept  into  the  maelstrom  of  hurrying 
events — a  second  Madame  Roland  in  the 
energy  and  purity  of  her  illusions — laboured 
faithfully  and  abundantly  for  the  cause  of 
the  proletariat,  a  marked  woman  from  hence- 
forward to  those  upon  the  side  of  the 
thrones.  Her  cheeks  were  hollowing,  her 
burning  eyes  seemed  growing  larger,  as  the 
white  flame  of  her  energetic  purpose  wore 
away  the  flesh  that  was  weak,  at  the  call  of 
the  stronger  willing  spirit.  Barrington,  cool, 
wary,  adroit,  trimming  his  bark  to  the  best 
of  his  ability  in  this  troubled  sea  of  a  con- 
vulsed and  desperate  Paris,  travelled  in  a 
parallel  road  to  hers.  They  were  within 
sight  of  one  another,  but  from  the  very 
necessities  of  their  diverse  natures  there  was 
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no  prospect  of  their  converging.  One  with 
a  noble  and  fervent  faith  in  humanity,  and 
the  grand  possibilities  of  the  future  of  the 
race ;  the  other  with  a  profound  disbelief  in 
all  that  did  not  work  to  his  own  advantage, 
a  corroding,  bitter,  cynical  unfaith  in  his 
fellow  men,  hidden  under  a  smiling  mask. 
One  strong  in  the  enthusiasm  of  her  romantic 
humanitarianism,  her  ho]3e  of  its  fruition  in 
the  years  to  come ;  the  other  faithless  of  a 
hereafter,  living  in  the  present  only,  thriving, 
sleek,  prosperous,  fulfilling  the  bitter  words 
of  the  Psalmist,  '^so  long  as  thou  doest 
good  unto  thyself,  men  will  speak  well  of 
thee."  They  were  divided  by  the  fundamen- 
tal laws  of  their  being,  and  over  them  both 
watched  vigilant  eyes  that  slept  not,  nor 
were  darkened  by  fear  or  favour,  the 
terrible  eyes  of  the  Circles. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

"  I  would  I  had  thy  courage  and  thy  peace — 
Peace  passing  understanding,  that  mine  eyes 
Could  find  forgetfulness  like  thine  in  sleep  ; 
That  all  the  past  for  me,  like  thee,  could  cease, 
And  leave  me  cheerfully,  sublimely  wise. 
Like  David,  with  washed  face  who  cease  to  weep/' 

At  length  the  fermentation  under  the  sur- 
face took  shape  and  burst  its  bonds.  It  had 
gradually  begun  to  be  perceived  that  in- 
stead of  a  triumphal  march  on  the  part  of 
the  army  of  France  upon  Berlin,  the  reverse 
was  about  to  take  place,  that  the  Prussians 
were  in  train  to  hurl  themselves  upon 
Paris.  The  excited  population  of  the  capital 
shrieked  with  hysterical  rage,  and  their 
denunciations  of  the  abhorred  Germans 
gathered  force  and  intensity,  as  day  after 
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day  brought  these  aliens  nearer  to  them. 
They  clamoured  to  be  led  against  the  foe. 
"  We  will  go  out  to  meet  them,"  they  cried 
furiously ;  "  if  they  enter,  it  shall  be  over 
our  dead  bodies." 

Those  who  knew  most,  who  were  most 
competent  to  form  a  correct  estimate  of  the 
approaching  crisis  through  which  France 
was  about  to  pass,  said  least.  It  was 
dangerous  to  hint  at  the  possibility,  after 
all,  of  the  enemy  actually  investing  Paris. 
An  excited  and  patriotic  mob  was  capable 
of  lynching  the  prophet  of  evil,  who  should 
venture  to  predict  such  a  humiliation ;  but 
in  well-informed  quarters  men  found  it 
impossible  to  conceal  from  one  another 
that  grave  grounds  for  apprehension  existed. 

Barrington,  quick  to  read  the  signs  of  the 
times,  prepared  to  evacuate  the  threatened 
capital  with  coolness  and  method  some  days 
before  Countess  Helen  Staroska  caught  the 
alarm,  and  that  she  did  so  then  was  owing 
to  the  representations  of  Anna  Petrovna. 

"  See'st  thou  not  the  little  one  droops  ?  " 
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the  old  Polish  woman  cried  energetically. 
"  The  air  of  this  Paris  is  too  strong  for  her. 
It  is  thick  with  sighs  of  the  miserable,  with 
cries  of  the  fierce.  She  is  losing  her  child- 
hood ;'  she  is  beginning  to  think,  to  fret,  as 
thou  wast  used  to  brood  and  fret  thyself 
in  the  former  days,  before  thou  learnedst 
that  fate  is  fate,  and  that  one  cannot  lighten 
the  burdens  that  others  bear  any  more 
than  one  can  lighten  one's  own." 

Helen  Staroska  lifted  up  her  head.  "I 
have  not  learned  it  even  now,  Anna 
Petrovna,"  she  said,  a  sudden  pathetic  flash 
from  the  fervent  soul  of  her  illuminating, 
for  an  instant,  her  worn  features. 

"  And  it  is  to  such  as  thou  that  the  lesson 
comes  too  hard.  The  Staroskis  have  been 
ever  as  the  shepherds,  who  give  their  life 
for  the  sheep — the  silly  sheep  that  cannot 
and  will  not  help  themselves.  Let  there 
be  an  end  of  it,  my  mistress,  for  God's  love, 
until  Countess  Desirde  is  old  enough  to 
choose  for  herself  under  what  banner  she 
will  fight.      Take  her  away  now  to  green 
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fields  and  babbling  brooks,  away  out  of  this 
great  wicked  city,  from  whence  the  smell 
of  blood,  the  reek  of  crime  goes  up  and 
affronts  the  Creator  for  ever,  where  misery 
and  starvation  and  the  troubles  to  come 
taint  the  very  air.  I  tell  thee  it  is  killing 
her  youth,  it  will  eat  into  her  heart. 
Canst  thou  not  perceive  that  Ziski  and  her 
fiddle  will  not  fill  her  soul  much  longer,  if 
she  be  suffered  to  stay  within  sound  of  all 
these  groans  and  tears.  We  live  too  quickly 
in  this  Paris,  and  the  young  should  live 
slowly  for  soul  and  body's  health.'' 

These  words  of  Anna  Petrovna's  struck 
a  note  of  warning  in  the  mother's  heart. 
Countess  Helen,  watching  her  child  with 
quickened  anxiety,  saw  that  the  old  woman 
was  right.  A  trouble  was  growing  up  in 
the  child's  young  eyes  that  seemed  already 
beginning  to  look  out  over  the  turbulent 
world  around  her  with  a  slowly  awakening 
consciousness  of  the  whirling  forces  outside 
the  sheltered  haven,  wherein  her  guarded 
life  had  anchorage.     In  a  little  while,  were 
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she  left  exposed  to  it,  the  magnetism  of  this 
painful  struggling  humanity  would  exert 
its  inevitable  attraction,  and  draw  her  out- 
wards, and  she  would  be  caught  in  the 
swirl  and  stress  of  its  rushing  current. 
Should  it  be  so  ?  No  !  a  thousand  times 
no.  Anna  Petrovna  had  been  wise  to 
sound  that  note  of  alarm.  Desiree  must 
be  withdrawn  in  time,  ere  the  impres- 
sion made  on  her  childish  imagination  have 
time  to  deepen,  to  grow  permanent.  She 
must  be  rescued  from  that  terrible  sympathy 
with  humanity  which  had  swallowed  up  her 
mother's  youth.  A  respite  should  be 
secured  for  her,  and  if  it  were  possible 
her  destiny  should  be  shaped  far  otherwise 
than  that  of  Countess  Helen's  own.  In 
some  quiet  nook  must  this  little  tender 
plant  be  reared,  away  from  the  toiling 
troubled  life  of  the  city,  away  from  the 
fret  and  fever  of  human  effort,  that  strives 
eternally  to  set  that  which  is  crooked 
straight ;  and,  for  the  most  part,  strives  in 
vain. 
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In  her  inmost  heart  Helen  cherished  a 
dream  of  future  peace  and  tranquility  for 
her  child,  as  the  wife  of  some  honest,  idea- 
less  Englishman ;  for  it  was  to  England 
that  the  thoughts  of  this  vivid,  vibrating 
daughter  of  Poland  turned  with  a  feeling 
of  security.  There  at  least  was  a  fixed  form 
of  government,  a  successful  constitution, 
and  something  of  a  lingering  belief  in  the 
eternal  fitness  of  things  as  they  are. 

It  cost  her  a  pang  to  withdraw,  though 
but  for  a  time,  from  the  cause  that  claimed 
her  heart's  most  fervent  zeal ;  but  the 
mysterious  law  of  nature,  that  ordains  that 
the  love  of  a  mother  for  her  child  shall  be 
so  mighty  a  force,  would  be  obeyed.  Love 
for  the  little  frail  creature  she  had  borne  in 
her  bosom  was  the  master-passion  of  her 
heart,  and  to  the  welfare  of  the  child  all 
else  must  give  place. 

She  lost  no  time  in  presenting  herself 
at  headquarters,  and  requesting  leave  to 
retire  for  a  time  to  conduct  her  daughter's 
education  in  England.     She  was  listened  to 
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with  patience  if  with  coldness,  and  her  peti- 
tion allowed. 

"  Your  oath  binds  you  to  us  for  life,"  the 
chief  said  slowly.  "  If  you  are  dispensed  from 
actively  sharing  our  labours  and  dangers 
for  a  time,  you  will  remember  that  you  are 
liable  in  the  future  to  be  called  upon  at  a 
moment's  notice.  In  consideration  of  your 
past  services,  which  have  been  of  great  value 
to  the  cause,  and  those  of  your  kin,  you 
are  at  liberty  to  withdraw  from  us  for  a 
period,  to  be  decided  by  circumstances,  and 
according  to  the  judgment  of  the  coun- 
cil." He  paused,  and  looked  gravely  at 
her. 

''  Does  M.  Barrington  also  seek  a  tem- 
porary dispensation  from  his  obligation  ? 
Does  he  intend  to  leave  Paris,  too  ?  "  he 
asked. 

She  glanced  rather  absently  round  her. 
"  I  do  not  know,  I  have  not  consulted  him," 
she  murmured  vaguely. 

She  took  her  leave,  still  too  much 
absorbed   by   her    anxiety   on   her    child's 
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account  to  be  able  to  realize  all  that  the 
preservation  of  Desiree's  childish  peace 
might  cost. 

"  It  is  the  child  always  with  her  now," 
said  the  chief,  looking  after  her  retiring 
figure,  and  speaking  with  impatient  discon- 
tent. "It  is  as  I  foretold.  Maternity 
paralyzes  Helen  Staroska.  We  shall  have 
to  wait  till  the  fever  of  this  motherhood 
burns  itself  out,  and  the  old  wider  interests 
re- assert  themselves  in  her." 

"  And,  meanwhile,  there  is  Barrington." 
"Oh  yes,  we  have  Barrington  still,  but 
he  is  far  from  being  fashioned  out  of  the 
same  stuff.  He  is  useful  in  his  way,  and  if 
he  goes  with  her  now  he  will  return.  He 
will  not  long  sequester  himself  from  the 
world.  The  society  of  a  woman  and  child, 
though  that  woman  be  Countess  Helen,  will 
not  content  him  long  in  a  dull  country  place 
in  England,  such  as  she  will  probably  betake 
herself  to.  He  will  come  back  to  us  soon. 
Inclination  and  self-interest  partly  bind  him 
to  us,  and  fear  does  the  rest." 
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*'  He  is  a  cur  !  I  would  that  we  could  do 
without  him." 

"  Granted  ;  yet  curs  have  their  uses.  He 
is  clever,  if  he  is  slippery." 

Countess  Helen  re-entered  her  home  still 
pale,  still  wholly  pre- occupied  with  the  im- 
mediate future.  She  encountered  Barring- 
ton  upon  the  threshold  of  their  apartment. 

"  We  must  get  out  of  Paris,"  he  ob- 
served abruptly.  "Those  shouting  idiots 
out  there  think  that  their  ridiculous  republic 
can  beat  back  Prussia  from  the  very  gates 
of  the  city !  they  will  find  themselves 
deceived.  France  is  about  to  endure  the 
last  humiliation  of  a  Paris  besieged  by  the 
Germans,  whom  she  has  despised  and  pro- 
voked. I  have  arranged  to  leave  this 
within  the  week.  You  have  different  plans, 
doubtless,  as  you  have  different  interests  to 
mine.  You  are  bitten  with  that  absurd 
political  enthusiasm  which  is  the  curse  of 
your  country  people  ;  but  you  are  still  a 
woman,  with  regard  to  your  child.  Con- 
sider what  is  best  for  her  !     It  is  impossible 
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to  stay  here  with  her,  and  stand  the  inevi- 
table siege.  Make  what  terms  yon  can 
with  the  council.  Promise  anything,  only 
get  away  from  this  infernal  city  while  there 
is  yet  time,  or — I  take  Desiree  and  beat  a 
retreat  without  you." 

His  genuine  solicitude  for  the  child's 
safety  touched  her.  She  did  him  the 
favour  of  believing  it  was  for  Desiree's  sake 
that  he  was  bent  on  flight.  For  once  they 
were  agreed. 

*'  I  am  ready,"  she  said,  gently.  "  I 
have  made  terms  already.  I,  too,  saw  the 
danger  to  the  child  of  lingering  here.  I 
shall  strain  every  nerve  to  escape  with  her 
to  some  place  of  safety,  where  she  can  grow 
up  untroubled  by  all  that  weighs  so  heavily 
on  her  mother's  Polish  heart.  Take  courage 
for  her ;  she  is  half  thine.  The  burden  that 
is  laid  upon  Poland's  sons  and  daughters 
may  not  be  for  her." 

She  looked  at  him  strangely,  a  mixture 
of  bitterness  and  hope  in  her  dark,  burning 
eyes,  and  without  more  words  passed  in  to 
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warn  Anna  Petrovna  and  Ziski  of  tlie 
intended  flitting.  By-and-by,  later  in  the 
day,  she  saw  Barrington  again. 

"  Where  do  we  go  first  1  "  she  asked. 

"  To  London,  in  the  first  instance." 

"Do  not  let  us  remain  there,"  she  said 
imploringly.  "  The  child  will  fret  and 
pine  in  that  dreary  London.  Find  some 
quiet  country  place  for  us,  or  sufier  me 
to  do  so." 

Barrington  glanced  keenly  at  her.  "  I 
will  do  as  you  wish.  It  will  be  better 
for  the  child,  as  you  say  ;  but  you,  are  you 
sure  you  will  be  able  to  live  that  sort  of  life 
yourself? — to  stagnate  in  a  dull  English 
village,  where  the  pulses  of  the  outside 
world  are  scarcely  felt.  You,  who  have 
lived  in  the  very  centre  of  things,  who  are 
so  extraordinarily  interested  in  the  greater 
problems  of  human  life,  how  will  you  sup- 
port existence,  buried  in  the  silence  of  the 
country,  with  only  a  child,  a  music-mad  old 
man,  and  an  illiterate  peasant  woman  for 
society  ? " 
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A  look  of  relief  stole  across  her  face. 
"  You  do  not  propose  to  accompany  us, 
then  ?  " 

"  My  faith,  no  I  You  do  not  encourage 
me  in  the  domestic  virtues,  madame.  It 
is  you,  remember,  who  have  arranged  our 
manner  of  life  for  us,  the  farce  of  our 
external  union,  our  utter  internal  division." 

She  stood  up.  The  sudden  light  in  her 
eyes,  the  quick  passionate  gesture  of  her 
outspread  hands  betraying  her  emotion. 
"You  reproach  me?"  she  cried — ''youV 
and  her  voice  rang  sharply  in  her  own 
ears. 

"By  no  means.  You  are  within  your 
right.  I  do  not  deny  it ;  but  it  is  cold 
comfort  for  a  man  to  have  only  eyes  to 
look  in  that  are  full  of  contemptuous  dis- 
like. I  bow  to  your  decision,  Helen,  but 
I  will  not  condemn  myself  to  the  daily 
spectacle  of  your  coldness  and  aversion  in 
a  place  devoid  of  other  distractions." 

"  You  are  wise,"  she  said  coldly.  "  If 
you  will    but    leave    me    and    the  child  to 
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ourselves  and  each  other,  you  will  earn  my 
thanks,  at  all  events.  We  can  live  on  very 
little,  the  rest  shall  be  yours." 

"  Do  not  congratulate  yourself  too  much, 
ona  toute  helle.  I  don't  give  up  my  rights 
over  my  daughter,  nor  my  interest,  shall 
we  say,  in  you.  I  intend  to  visit  you 
occasionally,  and  shall  reserve  the  privilege 
of  deciding  the  place  of  abode  of  the  child." 

The  shadow  deepened  in  her  eyes. 

"  Eemember,"  she  said  with  energy,  "  the 
day  you  try  to  separate  Desiree  from  me, 
I  publish  your  infamy  to  those  who  will 
know  how  to  avenge  themselves." 

"  And  endear  yourself  to  your  daughter 
as  the  executioner  of  the  poor  devil  of  a 
father  she  has  the  bad  taste  to  love.  I 
think  that  you  will  hardly  push  matters 
as  far  as  that." 

The  cynicism  of  his  sneer  affected  her, 
in  spite  of  herself.  She  lowered  her  eyes 
and  sighed. 

"  Why  need  we  taunt  one  anotlier  ? "  she 
said.     "It  does  no  good.    Desiree's  interests 
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still  unite  us.  Let  us,  for  her  sake,  respect 
the  decencies.  Do  not  let  us  permit  her 
to  suspect  the  weight  of  the  chain  we  drag, 
since  neither  of  us  can  afford  to  break  it 
while  she  exists." 

''It  is  infernally  hard,"  said  Barrington, 
slowly,  "  that  the  only  creature  who  loves 
and  believes  in  a  man  should  be  taught  to 
hate  him  through  growing  up  with  a 
woman  who  has  turned  altoo^ether  ao^ainst 
him." 

"  But  it  is  not  so,  and  you  know  it,"  she 
replied  coldly.  "  I  have  never  tried  to 
bias  the  child  against  you.  She  adores  you, 
innocent  that  she  is.  I  have  kept  my  word 
faithfully  in  that  as  in  other  things."  She 
broke  off  wearily. 

"  Well,  that  is  so,"  he  said,  with  a  show 
of  generosity.  "  You  are  a  proud  woman  if 
you  are  a  hard  one." 

At  this  she  parted  with  the  remnants  of 
her  patience. 

''  Have  you  been  so  soft  to  me  that  you 
dare    to    complain    of  my   hardness  ? "  she 
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cried,  with  bitter  concentration.  ''  Bah  !  do 
not  pretend  to  yourself,  still  less  to  me,  that 
you  have  grievances." 

At  this  moment  Ziski  entered  abruptly,  a 
strange  excitement  in  his  withered  features. 
''  The  accursed  dynasty  has  fallen,"  he  said; 
"the  Empress  has  fled." 

It  was  the  fifth  of  September,  1870. 

"  A  has  les  tyrans ! "  screamed  the  shrill 
voice  of  one  of  the  unsexed  furies  of  the 
streets  outside. 

"  Vive  la  Repitblique ! "  said  Barrington, 
sardonically. 

Helen  Staroska  grew  pale.  "  Ah  !  "  she 
murmured,  with  a  sort  of  anguish,  "  it 
begins  already,  and  I  have  renounced  my 
part  in  it." 

An  indescribable  emotion  took  possession 
of  her.  Her  hands  dropped  nervously  at 
her  sides;  her  eyelids  sank  over  her  troubled 
eyes. 

"It  is  for  the  child's  sake — for  a  time 
only,"  she  murmured,  with  passion,  as 
though  some  one  were  reproaching  her. 
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Barrington  looked  at  her  with  slight,  half- 
contemptuous  attention.  "  Uj)on  my  soul, 
I  believe  she  is  mad,"  he  thought,  shrugging 
his  well-turned  shoulders  with  very  nearly 
the  air  of  a  Frenchman  born. 

When,  with  a  long  sigh,  she  roused  her- 
self again,  he  had  gone,  and  she  w^as  alone. 
Ziski,  too,  had  withdrawn  himself,  and  the 
exultant  strains  of  his  violin  came  in 
through  the  door  left  ajar,  while  Desiree 
slowly  ascended  the  stairs  outside  and 
glanced  into  the  room. 

A  smile,  tremulous,  divine,  stole  into  the 
beautiful,  haggard  eyes  of  the  mother  w^ho 
adored  her,  and  tenderly  curved  Countess 
Helen's  mournful  lips. 

"  My  soul,  my  dove,  is  there  anything 
thy  mother  could  grudge  thee  ? "  she  mur- 
mured, with  ineffable  gentleness.  "  Only 
love  me,  heart's  dearest,  love  thy  poor 
mother  who  lives  but  for  thee.  Put  thy 
arms  about  my  neck  and  comfort  me, 
Desiree." 

Within  the  next  few  days  they  left  Paris, 
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the  foster-mother  of  Helen  Staroska,  who 
departed  from  the  fair,  doomed  city  with 
her  national  melancholy  deepened  by  her 
forebodings  of  its  future. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

"  When  Adam  transgressed,  then  was  decreed  that 
now  is  done. 

"  Then  were  the  entrances  of  this  world  made 
narrow  and  full  of  sorrow  and  travail ;  they  are  but 
few  and  evil,  full  of  peril,  and  very  painful." 

The  excited  atmosphere  of  Paris  caused  the 
contrast  of  English  stolidity  and  the  political 
calm  of  London  to  strike  sharply  on  the 
tense  nerves  of  the  daughter  of  Count 
Staroski.  The  unfamiliar  language,  the 
strange  aspect  of  life  in  the  lower  social 
level  of  a  metropolis  which  a  great  nation 
sincerely  believes  to  be  the  first  in  the 
world,  fell  on  her  heart  with  a  leaden 
weight.  She  had  seen  enough  of  the  bitter 
struggle  for  life  and  the  right  to  live  in 
that  terrible  Paris,  whose  sons  jest  in  the 
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midst  of  tragedy,  and  find  relief  for  their 
misery  in  taunting  it  with  biting  epigrams, 
not  to  suspect  its  existence  here  also  ;  and 
the  dull  prosperity  she  saw  troubled  her. 

Barrington  had  come  to  London  at  the 
season  when  the  upper  classes  have  deserted 
it,  when  the  park  is  emptied  of  its  throng  of 
carriages,  when  the  Eow  is  a  waste,  and  the 
chairs  under  the  trees  are  wanted  no  longer ; 
but  Helen  began  to  perceive  by  degrees  that 
this  void  was  conventional  merely,  that  the 
London  of  the  people  was  full  as  ever, 
sw^eltering  in  the  dusty  heat  of  a  blazing 
September.  The  trees  in  Kensington 
Gardens,  whither  mother  and  child  went 
in  the  vain  search  after  cleaner  air,  were 
fast  withering  to  their  early  fall.  Their 
parched  leaves,  shrivelled  and  disconsolately 
curled  up,  had  begun  already  to  drop  help- 
lessly on  the  arid  ground  under  their 
spreading  boughs.  For  a  week,  a  fort- 
night, Countess  Helen  and  her  young 
daughter  gasped  for  breath  in  the  stifling 
town ;  and  Anna  Petrovna  prophesied  evil, 
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with  a  gloomy  gusto  inexpressibly  depress- 
ing to  her  fellow  sojourners  on  an  alien 
soil ;  and  Ziski  poured  out  his  soul  in  a 
wild  tumult,  in  the  sympathetic  strings  of 
his  fiddle,  that  throbbed  with  vehement 
aspiring  chords  and  thrilling  heart-touch- 
ing snatches  of  melodious  wailing ;  and 
Desiree,  the  child,  sat  in  rapt  concentration, 
applying  herself  to  catch  the  hurrying 
fugues  issuing  from  the  possessed  instru- 
ment, and  in  the  difficulties  of  the  heroic 
music  she  lost  sight  of  those  vague  visions 
of  the  great  inexplicable  mysteries  of  life 
that  had  begun  to  disturb  her  childish  heart 
in  Paris. 

She  was  tired  with  the  heat  of  London, 
and  weary  of  the  strangeness  of  every- 
thing, where  even  the  clothes  of  the  gutter 
children  were  not  like  those  worn  by  their 
French  correlatives.  She  was  a  patient  little 
creature,  and  never  complained ;  only  she 
clung  with  greater  devotion  than  ever  to 
her  violin  in  this  new  Babylon,  where  she 
could  not  comprehend  a  word  of  the  Ian- 
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guasre  talked  around  her,  and  in  her  violin 
found  sympathy  and  consolation.  Her  sim- 
plicity remained  unaltered.  She  was  ready 
to  render  a  direct  and  dutiful  obedience 
to  those  in  authority  over  her  promptly 
and  willingly.  She  loved  and  obeyed  her 
father,  she  worshipped  and  obeyed  her 
mother,  and  even  the  two  old  servants  in 
her  gentleness  she  never  gainsaid.  Her 
docility  w^as  remarkable.  It  was  that  of  a 
finely  bred  creature,  instinctively  orderly, 
ofentle  from  inheritance  of  o^entlehood,  hio^h 
couraged,  perhaps,  when  courage  came  to  be 
required  of  it,  but  as  yet  content  to  yield 
to  those  set  over  it  by  nature  or  circum- 
stance a  duteous  obedience. 

"  The  little  one  does  not  inherit  much 
of  the  fiery  Polish  spirit,"  observed  Barring- 
ton,  cynically  one  day,  listening  to  the 
patient  meekness  with  which  his  little 
daughter  was  repeating  over  and  over 
again  on  her  fiddle  a  passage,  her  execution 
of  which  failed  to  satisfy  Ziski's  critical  ear. 

The  old  musician  was  violently  irritated 
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by  her  inability  to  catch  the  soul  of  the 
music  she  was  playing.  Sparks  seemed  to 
fly  from  his  eyes,  and  he  scolded  her  in 
language  the  vivacity  of  which  might  well 
have  terrified  so  young  a  child.  He  played 
the  passage  with  fury,  accentuating  its 
features  with  energy ;  and  then,  whilst  she, 
with  her  large  anxious  eyes  fixed  on  him, 
tried  to  repeat  it  after  him,  he  fumed  and 
fretted,  and  finally  snatched  from  her  small 
hands  the  violin  with  a  sort  of  contemptu- 
ous despair. 

"  Bah !  It  is  but  a  child,  after  all,  a 
baby,"  he  muttered  angrily,  "  and  I  expect 
it  to  play  like  a  human  being  who  has  lived 
and  loved  and  suffered — like  a  Polish 
woman.  My  God !  how  can  that  which 
is  yet  passionless  and  immature  put  the  fire 
and  the  passion  of  humanity  into  the  music  ? 
Folly  to  give  Chopin  into  hands  so  frail 
and  weak  and  ignorant." 

The  small  player  was  looking  at  him 
reproachfully. "  Her  little  pathetic  face  was 
white    with    fatigue    and    discouragement. 

VOL.  I.  H 
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Tears  slowly  welled  up  in  her  wistful  eyes, 
hung  for  a  moment  on  their  thick  fringes, 
and  fell  with  a  splash  on  the  slim,  quivering 
fingers  clasped  over  her  instrument.  She 
uttered  no  protest,  made  no  complaint,  but 
she  suffered  acutely.  Ziski's  displeasure 
and  her  failure  to  realize  the  meaning  of  the 
music  wounded  her  to  the  quick. 

"  Papa  Ziski,  is  the  lesson  over  for  to- 
day ? "  she  asked  timidly.  "  Won't  you 
teach  me  a  little  more  ? " 

The  heart  of  the  old  musician  was  rent 
with  remorse.  "  Do  not  look  at  me  like 
that,  my  little  princess  ! ''  he  cried,  hastily. 
"  What  a  brute  beast  am  I  to  frighten  thee 
with  my  foolish  anger !  Chopin  cannot  be 
played  by  such  as  thou  art  now,  and  shalt 
be  yet  for  many  a  year,  so  Ziski  prays." 

"  But  I  will  try  harder,"  she  said  eagerly. 
"Let  me  try  again,  now.  I  may  succeed 
sooner  than  you  think." 

"God  forbid ! " — crossing  himself  devoutly. 
"  I  tell  thee,  my  princess,  my  chicken,  that, 
like  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  such  music  is 
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only  achieved  through  much  tribulation. 
It  is  made  out  of  the  very  heart-strings  of 
the  master,  and  only  through  the  heart  can 
it  be  played.  No,  we  will  try  no  more  to- 
day. Thou  hast  played  enough,  too  much, 
I  fear  already.  Go  now  to  thy  poupee,  thy 
doll,  and  forget  the  cross  old  Ziski." 

"  Not  cross  Papa  Ziski,"  she  said,  kissing 
his  wrinkled  cheek  with  frank  affection, 
"  not  cross  to  Desiree." 

She  went  away  c|uietly  to  her  doll,  and 
was  soon  absorbed  in  the  processes  of  dress- 
ing and  undressing  it  like  any  other  child. 

Barrington  was  present  at  this  little  scene 
at  the  further  end  of  the  room,^  from  whence 
he  made  the  foregoing  sneering  remark 
about  the  sweetness  of  temper  shown  by  his 
daughter.    Helen,  hearing  it,  smiled  absently. 

"She  is  a  true  Staroski,"  she  said  calmly. 
"It  is  in  yielding  obedience  where  it  is 
due  when  one  is  young,  that  one  learns  the 
lesson  of  ruling  later,  first  one's  self,  then 
others.  He  who  cannot  obey  will  never  be 
fit  to  ofovcrn." 
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She  spoke  dreamily,  yet  with,  conviction. 
Half  sick  of  shadows,  of  the  mirage  of  the 
millennium  that  she  was  ever  longing  for, 
a  millennium  of  freedom,  unabused,  intelli- 
gent freedom,  that  seemed  so  far  off,  she 
yet  held  fast  to  her  old  gods.  The  dream 
of  the  Eight,  at  last  triumphant,  still  helped 
her  to  patience.  She  kept  her  faith  in 
humanity  broadly  taken,  spite  of  her  own 
personal  disenchantment.  She  believed  in 
a  future  herself,  for  Desiree,  for  the  whole 
race  of  man.  The  future  of  Barrington  she 
preferred  not  to  peer  into  too  closely.  The 
man  for  whom  she  had  once  given  up  all 
revolted  her,  his  presence  was  beyond  ex- 
pression repugnant  to  her,  his  mere  acci- 
dental touch  sickened  her.  But  for  the 
child  she  could  not  have  endured  the 
torture  of  her  life  under  the  same  roof  with 
him  a  week.  The  child,  this  was  the  key- 
note of  existence  to  her.  For  Desiree,  the 
little  frail  blossom  she  had  cradled  in  her 
arms  and  nourished  at  her  bosom,  there 
was  nothing  she  would  not  find  it  possible 
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to  endure,  and  Barrington,  perceiving  in 
this  mysterious,  irresistible  passion  of  her 
mother-love  the  mainspring  of  her  nature, 
was  not  slow  to  turn  it  to  his  own  ad- 
vantage. By  means  of  Desiree  he  could 
direct  almost  at  discretion  the  life  of  the 
haughty,  high-spirited  woman  who  had 
once  been  his,  but  who  was  now  so  immea- 
surably distant  from  him  ;  over  whose 
heart  he  had  once  held  absolute  mastery, 
but  who  now  regarded  him  with  an  inalien- 
able, unutterable  loathing,  held  under  by  a 
supreme  effort  of  the  will,  that  Desirde,  as 
she  grew  old  enough  to  observe,  might 
remark  no  overt  hostility  in  the  relations 
of  her  parents  one  to  the  other. 

Mother  and  child  drooped  together  in  the 
suffocatinoc  heat  of  their  London  lodfirinors, 
and  at  last  Barrington,  becoming  alive  to  it, 
bestirred  himself,  and  found  a  cottage  for 
them  in  a  secluded  villao-e  on  the  edge  of 
the  Sussex  Downs,  within  reach  of  a  railway 
station,  by  which  he  could  escape  at  will 
from  the  bucolic  retirement  of  the  hamlet 
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to  the  roar  of  the  world  beyond.  For  him- 
self, he  said,  he  could  not  be  expected  to 
remain  buried  in  the  charming  idyllic  seclu- 
sion of  a  vine-covered  cottage.  The  sterner 
duties  of  life  claimed  him  ;  they  forbade  his 
seeking  rest  and  retirement  yet.  Helen 
acquiesced  calmly  in  this  view  of  the  case, 
without  believing  it,  and  Desiree  lavished  a 
world  of  pity  on  this  slave  to  the  greater 
aims  of  existence.  She  was  innocently 
proud  of  him,  and  lamented  that  his  duties 
should  withdraw  him  so  constantly  from  his 
home. 

The  tranquility  of  the  out  of  the  way 
hamlet  soothed  the  fretted  spirit  of  Countess 
Helen,  a  pause  dreamy  and  delicious  seemed 
to  have  come  into  her  life.  She  had  leisure 
to  be  happy  with  her  child,  unharassed  by 
the  pressure  of  those  incessant  demands  on 
brain  and  heart  that  were  for  ever  drivinor 

o 

her  onward  in  Paris.  The  pulse  of  human 
life  beat  faint  and  low  here  in  Arcadia, 
where  to  sleep,  to  wake,  to  be  born  to 
love,    to    marry    and    bear    children,    and 
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finally  to  die,  was  all  that  the  country  folk 
aspired  to. 

As  the  dull  grey  autumn  skies  followed 
those  of  the  summer's  blue,  the  calm  of  the 
passing  year  bathed  the  proud,  melancholy 
woman  in  its  balmy  influences.  The  last 
leaves  fluttered  to  their  fall.  The  silver 
mists  of  October  were  succeeded  by  Novem- 
ber's denser  fogs.  The  cawing  of  rooks 
assembled  in  multitudes,  holding  parlia- 
ments on  the  patches  of  the  plough  land, 
sounded  sweet  to  her  tired  ears.  The  quiet 
kine  browsing  eternally  in  the  wet  green 
fields  gave  her  a  sense  of  rest.  It  all 
seemed  so  far  removed  from  the  stress  and 
misery  of  the  cities  they  had  left,  where  the 
wild  struggle  after  the  unattainable,  the 
frenzy  of  discontent,  the  aspirations  so 
hopeless  of  fulfilment  this  side  eternity, 
touched  the  soul  with  a  long  anguish  of 
eff'ort  and  regret.  Here  all  seemed  well. 
An  atmosphere  of  peace  pervaded  the  little 
village  at  the  foot  of  the  rolling  Downs, 
where   the    tinkling    sheep-bells    made   an 
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everlasting  sweet  music,  and  day  followed 
day  with  a  divine  monotony  of  uneventful 
content,  and  the  young  child  Desire e  grew 
plumper,  and  the  faint  roses  dawned  on  the 
soft  curves  of  her  childish  cheek,  and  in  the 
hoUower,  purer  oval  of  her  mother's.  Little 
by  little  something  of  the  softness  and 
grace  of  past  days  crept  back  to  the  sad 
features  of  this  woman  who  had  loved  much 
and  suffered  much,  not  for  herself  only,  but 
in  the  cause  of  the  great  proletariat  that 
were  her  brethren,  the  universal  brother- 
hood of  the  oppressed,  whose  wrongs  go  up 
in  a  perpetual  cry  to  the  pitying  heaven 
above. 

There  had  fallen  this  happy  pause  in  her 
life,  and  she  let  fall  her  shapely,  strong 
white  arms  by  her  sides  with  a  deep  sigh, 
and  gave  herself  up  to  the  ineffable  sense  of 
repose  that  wooed  her  with  tender  insistence, 
and  she  turned  to  her  child,  free  at  length 
to  centre  herself  wholly  on  the  young,  pure 
life  to  which  she  had  given  birth. 

Barrington,   restless  and   intriguing,  left 
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them  a  great  deal.  Incessantly  on  the 
move,  he  looked  with  ill- concealed  contempt 
at  Helen's  profound  acquiescence  in  the 
obscure  tranquility  of  her  present  existence. 
She,  however,  had  long  ceased  to  be  affected 
by  the  attitude  of  his  mind  towards  her,  and 
was,  indeed,  scarcely  conscious  of  it.  He 
was  apart  from  and  outside  the  scheme  of 
her  life  in  his  grovelling  instincts,  his 
sordid  aims  and  incapacity  of  realizing  any 
that  were  higher  or  nobler.  The  creed  of 
humanity  was  to  him  but  a  sham — mere 
sounding  brass  and  tinkling  cymbals,  by 
means  of  which  the  mse  flourished  upon 
the  credulity  of  the  foolish.  Political 
agitation  was  to  him  but  a  trade,  out  of 
which  the  ready-witted  made  capital  whilst 
their  opportunity  lasted.  His  smiling,  face 
masked  a  heart  crafty  and  false  to  the 
core,  having  for  its  god  but  one  idol — self- 
interest — possessing  no  gracious  illusions 
such  as  help  to  keep  fresh  the  youth  of  the 
soul  and  preserve  its  faith  in  life  and  in  its 
fellows. 
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The  paths  he  trod  exacted  wary  walking, 
and,  like  Agag  of  old,  he  went  delicately, 
and  triumphed  over  the  past  bitterness  of 
death.  He  felt  that  his  departure  from 
Paris  had  been  well-timed.  Finesse  such 
as  his  would  have  been  possibly  little 
relished  by  the  petroleuses.  Men  of  his 
calibre  were  thrown  away  in  the  present 
whirlpool  of  a  tempestuously  republican 
Paris,  abandoned  as  she  was  to  the  last 
extreme  of  political  excitement  and  despair. 
It  would  have  been  extremely  difficult  for 
him,  identified  as  he  was  in  a  manner  with 
the  heroism  of  the  Staroskis,  credited  by  the 
mass  with  partaking  of  their  enthusiastic 
devotion  to  the  beautiful,  ever-vanishing 
vision  of  freedom,  to  have  remained  there 
longer  without  hazard  of  becoming  incon- 
veniently compromised. 

The  now  celebrated  letter  from  Frohsdorf, 
wherein  the  last  of  the  Bourbons  calmly 
committed  political  suicide  sooner  than 
recognize  the  tri-colour  and  compromise  his 
right  divine  to  the  throne  of  France,  without 
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apparently  any  sign  of  regret  or  doubt, 
was  a  fait  accompli.  Henri  Cinq  had  as 
entirely  ceased  to  exist  as  a  motor  in  the 
strife  of  parties  as  though  he  were  physically 
dead.  His  action  may  have  been  ill-advised, 
misguided  even,  but  no  one  could  deny  to 
it  a  certain  moral  grandeur,  a  romantic 
fitness.  It  was  an  act  worthy  of  being 
made  the  coping-stone  of  a  political  faith, 
deep,  if  unfortunate,  uncompromising  as  it 
was  disinterested.  Incapable  of  bending 
his  head  to  the  clamour  of  a  republican 
France,  equally  incapable  of  surrendering 
one  jot  or  tittle  of  those  lofty  views  of  his 
rights  which  the  traditions  of  his  family 
had  inculcated  in  him,  the  Comte  de  Cham- 
bord  de  facto  abdicated  once  and  for  ever 
the  vacant  throne  of  St.  Louis.  The  act, 
regarded  as  the  apotheosis  of  the  religion 
of  a  dead  and  buried  past,  was  heroic  to 
sublimity.  Looked  at  merely  from  the 
standpoint  of  worldly  prudence,  it  was 
absolutely  imbecile,  fatally  suicidal.  For 
a  phantom,  an  idea,  a  shadow,  gone  hence 
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and  never  more  to  return,  Henri  Cinq,  as  far 
as  he  could  be  judged  by  the  world  at  large, 
sacrificed  his  party  without  a  pang,  and 
with  it  all  hope  of  ever  ascending  the  throne 
of  a  regenerate,  sane,  and  purified  France. 
To  Barrington  this  course  of  conduct  ap- 
peared in  the  highest  degree  overstrained, 
absurd,  and  ridiculous ;  but  Helen  Staroska 
had  sufficient  nobility  of  soul  partially  to 
comprehend  its  romantic  consistency.  She 
respected  the  last  Bourbon,  whilst  she 
rejoiced  over  his  political  failure.  "Man 
does  not  live  by  bread  alone."  There  is  a 
satisfaction  in  attaining  to  an  ideal  standard 
of  honour  that  is  not  altogether  mythical 
to  some  organizations,  nor  is  the  pleasure 
derived  from  contemplating  such  a  realiza- 
tion in  another  wholly  illusory.  Like  the 
Thane  of  Cawdor,  nothing  in  the  political 
life  of  Henry  Cinq  became  him  like  the 
leaving  of  it.  It  is  questionable  if  he  could 
have  governed  France ;  but  he  had  placed 
it  for  ever  out  of  his  power  to  make  the 
attempt   with    an   abnegation    of    personal 
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ambition  that  touched  real  grandeur,  and 
with  this  collapse  of  the  Legitimists'  hopes 
was  folded  down  a  page  of  French  history 
never  to  be  reopened.  The  house  of  Orleans 
from  henceforth  represented  the  aspirations 
of  the  Eoyalists,  and  its  princes,  whatever 
else  might  be  expected  of  them,  were 
unlikely  to  offer  themselves  martyrs  to  an 
idea.  They  were  of  their  century ;  they 
had  advanced  with  the  times.  The  obsolete 
and  chivalrous  devotion  of  their  kinsman 
and  liege  to  the  white  flag  was  not  shared 
by  them.  They  were  supposed  to  be 
capable  of  making  concessions,  of  recog- 
nizing the  might  of  the  people's  voice,  if 
it  should  ever  cry  to  them  to  take  up  the 
fallen  sceptre  rather  than  to  insist  on  their 
right  divine  to  reign.  Whilst  the  Comte  de 
Chambord  continued  to  exist  this  rio-ht  must 
be  regarded  as  in  abeyance,  and  it  was 
generally  considered  improbable  that  they 
would  make  any  sign  as  long  as  the  illus- 
trious recluse  of  Frohsdorf  lived.  They 
would  stand  and  wait,  and  in  the  mean  while 
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the  struggle  raged  between  tlie  extreme  and 
the  moderate  Eepublicans,  in  the  sudden  and 
complete  overthrow  of  the  empire,  and  the 
absolute  ruin  of  its  prestige  by  the  dis- 
astrous progress  of  a  war  which,  begun  in 
wantonness,  had  brought  down  such  a  swift 
humiliation  upon  a  proud  and  fiery  nation 
— a  humiliation  which,  though  it  might  have 
been  supposed  to  have  culminated  with  the 
capitulation  of  Metz,  was  not  destined  to 
end  there.  France,  unhappy  country  that 
she  was,  having  heedlessly  sown  the  storm, 
was  to  be  called  upon  to  reap  the  whirlwind. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

"  The  brisk  sv%'ift  days  of  youth  which  cares  for 
naught 
But  for  the  joy  of  living,  scarce  a  thought 
Of  love  or  knowledge,  or  at  best 
Such  labour  as  give  zest 
To  the  great  joy  of  living." 

Desiree  began  to  grow  and  bloom  with  a 
slow,  tentative  advance  from  childhood  into 
girlhood,  gently  and  naturally  in  the  abso- 
lute quiet  of  her  present  -surroundings. 
The  shadow  that  seemed  to  be  falling  on 
her  spirit  in  Paris  dropped  away  from  it  like 
a  cloud,  with  her  expansion  physically  and 
psychologically  in  the  happy,  reposeful  tran- 
quility of  this  rural  life  she  led  with  her 
mother.  She  advanced  from  a  gentle,  happy 
child  into  a  tender,  brooding  maiden,  a  dove- 
like softness  in  her  deep  eyes,  the  dreamy 
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mysticism  of  which  strengthened  rather 
than  decreased  in  the  entire  and  utter  calm 
of  existence  in  the  little  village  on  the  edge 
of  the  Sussex  Downs. 

The  inhabitants  of  the  hamlet  called  her 
an  "  innocent "  with  the  touching  uncon- 
scious pathos  of  their  homely  speech.  Her 
tall,  slim  young  body,  its  lily  face  lowered 
caressingly  over  the  fiddle  resting  for  ever 
beneath  the  round  cleft  chin,  the  large  dark 
eyes  looking  out  wistfully  into  space,  ap- 
pealed to  their  slow  moving  imaginations ; 
and  when  they  came  on  her  unexpectedly, 
playing  either  alone  or  with  old  Ziski,  the 
fire  of  the  musical  soul  within  her,  lighting 
and  transfiguring  her  features,  and  the 
power  of  the  music  making  her  slender 
frame  to  thrill  and  tremble  responsive  to 
the  irresistible  sway  of  the  violin's  wailing, 
beseeching  voice,  they  were  awed  in  spite 
of  themselves,  and,  shaking  their  heads 
pityingly,  went  their  ways,  marvelling  that 
a  slip  of  a  girl  should  be  able  to  draw 
such  sounds  from  a  piece  of  wood — sounds 
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SO  sweet,  so  sad,  so  soul-piercing  and  en- 
trancing, that  long  after  they  had  gone  by 
the  memory  of  them  woke  answering  echoes 
in  their  honest,  bovine  hearts. 

Countess  Helen  and  her  daughter  were 
creatures  of  another  mould  to  themselves, 
and  they  recognized  with  the  unerring  in- 
stinct of  the  agricultural  poor  the  presence 
of  a  higher  culture,  the  evidences  of  a  rank 
above  their  own,  in  the  manners  and  looks 
of  the  foreign  ladies.  True  woman  of  the 
people  as  Helen  Staroska  believed  herself  to 
have  become,  the  blood  of  her  long  line  of 
noble  Polish  ancestors  showed  itself  in  every 
line  of  her  fine  features  and  tall  figure.  In 
her  long  white  hands,  her  arched  and  slender 
feet,  and  the  indescribable  natural  pride  and 
grace  of  her  carriage,  these  traits  were  faith- 
fully reproduced,  if  less  accentuated,  in  the 
young  girl,  and  to  them  was  added  that 
touch  of  strangeness,  remoteness,  given  her 
by  her  genius,  and  her  habit  of  living  in 
that  other  charmed  world  whereto  her  violin 
give  her  entrance. 

VOL.  I.  I 
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Thougli  pale  still,  and  hardly  promising 
to  attain  her  mother's  stately  stature,  the 
extreme  refinement  of  her  appearance  con- 
veyed no  idea  of  want  of  health.  She  was 
maturing  slowly,  with  the  natural  unhurried 
progression  of  nature  left  to  do  her  work  un- 
meddled  with.  The  curves  of  the  slim  body 
were  gradually  rounding  themselves,  the 
milk-white  purity  of  her  smooth  skin  was 
becoming  faintly  tinged  with  a  soft  bloom, 
the  lips  were  growing  rosier.  Her  hair  was 
the  true  dark  soft  hair  of  the  Polish  women, 
fine  and  thick,  lying  like  a  cloud  far  down 
her  back,  behind  her  ivory  throat,  when  un- 
bound, and  making  close  heavy  coils  about 
her  head  when  put  up,  at  the  back  of 
her  small  round  ears.  She  lacked  the  bril- 
liancy of  her  mother's  youth.  The  fire,  the 
subdued  restlessness  in  Countess  Helen's  still 
beautiful  face,  the  intellect  in  the  low  broad 
brow,  the  passionate  sympathy  of  the  flexi- 
ble mobile  mouth,  above  all  the  human 
look  were  as  yet  all  lacking  in  the  vestal 
purity  of  the  young   Desiree's   face.     She 
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stood  but  on  the  thresliold  of  life ;  half  of 
her  yet  slumbered.  It  was  the  difference 
betmxt  the  inexperienced  girl  looking  out 
upon  the  untried  ocean  of  time,  and  the 
woman  who  had  dived  into  it  coming  up  for 
a  brief  breathing  space  after  her  plunge  in 
that  ocean,  and  after  having  bravely  sup- 
ported its  buffeting. 

The  current  of  Helen  Staroska's  life  flowed 
onwards  now  in  the  broads  and  shallows  of 
an  easeful  calm,  far  from  the  whirlinof  centres 
of  civilization,  where  the  forces  of  life  seethe 
with  an  eternal  terrible  activity;  for  this 
battle  rages  for  ever,  unceasingly,  wherever 
mankind  is  congregated  in  droves.  There 
there  is  no  rest  for  the  toiling  units  of  the 
race.  Some  are  uppermost,  some  undermost, 
but  for  all  the  wheel  of  fortune  turns  in  end- 
less gyrations,  grinding  out  the  low  monotone 
of  effort,  to  which  is  added  the  cries  of  the 
worsted  and  despairing,  the  shouts  of  those 
who  triumph,  the  pitiful  murmurs  of  com- 
passion for  the  stricken,  the  perpetual  never- 
ending  vapour  of  cries  and  groans,  of  prayers 
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and  execrations  that  ascend  to  the  throne  on 
high.  Oh  !  mysterious  tumult  of  appeal 
and  revolt,  how  long  will  ye  be  suffered  ? 

The  days  of  Desir^e  glided  by  smoothly, 
untouched  by  the  ground-swell  of  past 
emotions  that  surged  up  in  the  heart  of  her 
mother  with  the  larger  experience  of  her 
riper  years  and  the  greater  force  of  her 
character.  The  nature  of  Countess  Helen 
was  objective  where  that  of  her  child  was 
subjective,  and  she  saw  and  realized  this 
difference  between  them  with  a  half-defined 
feeling  midway  between  relief  and  regret. 

After  all,  she  reflected,  with  a  faint  tinge 
of  bitterness,  what  good  had  her  talents 
been  to  her  ?  Of  what  use  had  been  her 
courage,  her  constancy,  her  capacity  for 
endurance,  her  enthusiasms,  her  clear  prac- 
tical sagacity,  her  natural  quickness  of 
resource,  that  had  been  put  to  the  proof  so 
often  in  those  old  days  when  Count  Stanis- 
laus Staroski  had  held  the  clue  to  so  many 
schemes  and  combinations,  and  his  daughter. 
was  perforce  trusted  with  secrets  involving 
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the  safety,  honour,  nay,  the  very  life  itself 
of  the  fine  flower  of  her  countrymen  ?  And 
she  had  never  betrayed  any  trust  reposed 
in  her — never.  She  would  have  died  a 
hundred  deaths  rather,  and  yet — and  yet 
she  had  fallen  under  a  cloud,  and  neither 
courage,  nor  constancy,  nor  quick,  bright 
intellect,  nor  the  unswerving  truth  of  her 
own  heart  had  been  able  to  guard  her 
against  her  fate.  Like  the  veriest,  most 
foolish  schoolgirl,  she  had  flung  away  that 
heart  on  Barrington,  and  her  recompense 
had  been  treachery  and  deceit — treason  so 
black,  so  profoundly  cynical,  that  her  whole 
being  recoiled  from  it  in  astonished  loathing 
and  disgust.  Clinging  closer*  to  the  little 
life  to  which  she  had  given  birth,  she  once 
more  touched  happiness  in  this  brief  span, 
snatched  fearfully  from  fate  in  their  Sussex 
solitude.  Happiness  there  was  of  a  tem- 
pered kind  in  her  remoteness  from  the  great 
wide  world  beyond,  wherein  she  had  too 
much  sufiered.  In  her  absorption  in  her 
child,  the  wrongs  of  humanity  seemed    to 
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fade  to  indistinctness  before  lier  mental 
vision.  Those  sounds  of  sorrowful  sighings, 
of  despairing  cries  from  out  of  the  deeps 
for  help,  that  had  of  old  been  used  to  ring 
so  clearly  and  insistently  in  her  ears, 
reached  them  now  but  faintly,  seeming  to 
have  less  significance,  to  come  from  so  far 
away.  Was  she  growing  like  the  gods  in 
high  Olympus  ?  who  for  ever 

"  Lie  beside  their  nectar  while  the  bolts  are  hurled 
Far  below  them  in  the  valleys ;  and  the  clouds  are 

lightly  curl'd 
Eound  their  golden  houses,  girded  with  the  gleam- 
ing world. 

^  *  *  *  * 

And  they  smile,  they  find   a   music  centred  in  a 

doleful  song 
Steaming  up,  a  lamentation  and  an  ancient  tale  of 

wrong, 
Like  a  tale  of  little  meaning,  tho'  the  words  are 

strong." 

She  had  moments  of  fear,  of  absolute  heart- 
sickening  fear,  lest  it  should  be  so  with  her, 
and  that  the  dire  realities  of  the  world's 
woe  should  seek  her  out  vengefully,  and 
claim  her  again  for  their  victim  and  rend 
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her.  Alas  !  what  right  had  she,  whilst  the 
nations  were  groaning  in  the  abortive  birth- 
throes  of  the  long-delayed  deliverance,  to 
stand  aloof  from  the  struggle  steeped  in  this 
divine  calm,  this  exquisite  lull  that  was  as 
the  waters  of  Lethe  to  her,  inasmuch  as  it 
was  stealing  from  her  heart  its  old  pas- 
sionate S3riiipathy  with  the  proletariat,  wait- 
ing and  working,  and  suffering  unheeded  in 
their  hovels  and  cellars  and  garrets,  sinking 
under  a  burden  too  heavy  to  be  borne,  of 
vice,  and  want,  and  sin,  and  misery,  that 
the  sleek  and  pampered  few  might  live  lives 
of  luxury  ?  Gradually,  in  the  companion- 
ship of  the  child  Desiree  and  the  older 
child  Ziski,  she  got  the  better  of  these 
gloomy  forebodings,  and  her  nerves  re- 
covered their  balance.  For  days  together 
she  would  be  simply  unreservedly  happy, 
throwing  herself  wholly  into  their  idyllic 
life ;  but  a  chance  word,  an  unexpected 
cadence  in  the  wailing  voices  of  the  violins, 
sufficed  to  touch  the  dormant  chord,  and 
wake  the  old  fire  in  her  dark  Polish  eyes 
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till  the  music  changed ;  and  once  more 
Desiree's  pale  spiritual  little  face  became  all 
the  world  to  her,  and  the  hearts  of  mother 
and  child  sailed  together  on  the  great  flood 
of  harmony  that  the  brown  fiddles  dis- 
coursed. 

Barrington  came  to  disturb  their  peace 
more  and  more  seldom.  The  intervals 
between  his  descents  on  the  cottage  grew 
wider  and  wider,  but  he  continued  to  keep 
himself  informed  of  the  daily  life  of  the  two 
feminine  existences  inextricably  mixed  up 
with  his  own. 

He  found  no  reason  for  discontent  with 
the  attitude  of  his  young  daughter  towards 
him  when  he  visited  the  hamlet.  Clearly 
Countess  Helen  Staroska  observed  her  part 
of  the  compact  between  them,  and  forbore 
to  bias  the  budding  mind  of  the  young  girl 
against  him.  She  had  religiously  abstained 
from  prejudicing  Desiree  against  this  man 
with  the  shallow,  shifting  blue  eyes,  who 
was  so  uniformly  kind  and  affectionate  to 
his    "  little  girl "  when    he  was  with  her ; 
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and  Desir^e  grew  up  with  a  genuine  instinct 
of  affection  for  him  in  return,  not  a  passion 
like  her  devotion  to  her  mother,  but  a 
natural  healthy  grateful  love  for  one  who 
had  undeniable  claims  to  her  regard,  and 
who  merited  all  that  she  was  able  to  give 
him  of  it  by  reason  of  his  consistently  gentle 
treatment  of  her.  Nevertheless,  for  all  the 
young  girl's  docility  and  affectionate  beha- 
viour, a  frown  wrinkled  his  brow  as  he  saw 
the  closeness  of  the  ties  binding  her  to  her 
mother. 

"  If  it  ever  comes  to  a  fight  for  the  child, 
Helen  will  win,  confound  her!"  he  muttered. 

After  all,  there  was  little  beyond  the  tie 
of  blood  between  the  girl  and- himself;  and 
it  was,  perhaps,  chiefly  from  a  species  of 
bravado  that  he  exerted  himself  to  maintain 
a  hold  on  her.  He  did,  indeed,  at  times 
nourish  vague  visions  of  her  one  day  becom- 
ing of  use  to  him,  visions  which  gained  a 
certain  definiteness  as  she  began  to  give 
promise  of  beauty — the  touching  appealing 
beauty  of  a  creature  less  gifted  in  the  quali- 
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ties  of  strength  and  shrewdness  than  her 
fellows,  but  possessed  instead  of  the  divine 
spark  of  genius,  a  tender  idealist,  who 
should  be  guarded  in  life's  battle  from  those 
ruder  shocks  less  highly  strung  tempera- 
ments make  light  of  As  a  woman,  weak ; 
as  a  musician,  strong ;  as  yet  undeveloped, 
immature,  infantine  even. 

"A  baby,"  thought  Barrington,  with 
affectionate  contempt,  regarding  her  young, 
frail  figure  and  rapt,  wistful  face,  framed  in 
its  cloud  of  hair,  as  she  stepped  softly  here 
and  there  about  the  room,  weaving  an 
exquisite  romance  from  out  the  strings  as 
she  moved  from  place  to  place,  her  violin 
tucked  lovingly  under  her  round  white  chin. 
"  A  baby,  but  a  strange  one,  too." 

She  struck  him  on  this  particular  occa- 
sion in  a  new  light.  He  perceived  all  at 
once,  at  it  were,  that  the  child  was  ceasing 
to  be  a  child,  in  spite  of  the  extreme 
youthfulness  of  her  face  and  figure,  and  the 
promise  of  beauty  she  gave  was  borne  in 
upon  him  for  the  first  time  seriously,  and 
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beauty,  as  no  one  knew  better  than  himself, 
has  always  had  a  marketable  value. 

The  egotism  of  the  man  was  so  habitual 
and  involuntary  that  his  first  thought  was 
that  she  would  be  a  fresh  piece  on  the  chess- 
board whereon  he  played  with  destiny. 
Her  mother  must  not  for  long  be  suffered 
to  enjoy  a  monopoly  of  the  young  girl's 
society ;  she  must  not  be  allowed  to  wield 
for  ever  her  present  sway  over  Desirde's 
heart  and  thoughts.  He  reproached  him- 
self a  little  with  having  supinely  neglected 
his  own  interests  of  late.  Desiree  must  be 
gently  weaned  fron  her  absurd  extravagant 
devotion  to  her  mother. 

Under  the  smiling  mask  'which  hid  so 
much,  without  awaking  distrust  or  sus- 
picion, except  in  the  woman  who  had  once 
loved  him  to  the  ruin  of  her  happiness, 
busy  schemes  began  to  take  shape,  whilst 
the  brain  behind  it,  subtle  and  untiring, 
weighed  and  pondered  them  as  they  were 
slowly  woven. 

He  began  to  study  the  young  girl  more 
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closely,  and  noted  with  satisfaction  her 
extraordinary  proficiency  with  her  violin. 
Her  passion  for  her  art  had  had  the 
effect  of  detaching  her  from  the  mere 
vulgar  interest  of  every- day  life,  he  said 
to  himself,  and  had  prolonged  her  youth 
conveniently.  Though  nearly  sixteen,  she 
was  happily  ignorant  of  much  with  which 
most  girls  of  sixteen  are  familiar,  and  there- 
fore unsuspicious  to  a  remarkable  degree. 
In  this  utter  innocent  ignorance  of  life 
she  would  be  more  malleable.  Knowing 
nothing  outside  the  charmed  circle  of  her 
pure  and  beautiful  thoughts,  she  would  be 
less  likely  to  suspect  dangers,  or  to  resist 
any  scheme  he  might  devise  for  her  own 
and  his  advancement,  if  only  the  mother 
could  be  managed. 

Peste  !  what  fools  women  were  !  Countess 
Helen,  with  her  overstrained,  high-flown 
views,  would  be  a  terrible  hindrance  in  the 
matter  of  a  marriage  de  convenance,  for  in- 
stance ;  and  yet  how  much  better  had  that 
love-match  of  their  own  turned  out  ?     No 
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two  people  could  have  started  more  fairly 
than  himself  and  Helen  Staroska,  he 
thought  sarcastically,  as  far  as  a  mutual 
passion  went.  Whose  fault  was  it  that 
their  menage  had  so  signally  come  to  grief  ? 
His  ?  hers  ?  Not  hers,  surely,  cried  some- 
thing that  now  and  then  struggled  faintly 
into  the  light,  and  was  examined  by  him 
curiously  as  the  fossilized  remains  of  what 
had  once  been  his  conscience.  Never  a 
healthy,  robust  conscience,  always  a  feeble 
thing,  always  being  tricked  and  deluded 
with  specious  phrases,  or  discouraged  and 
brow-beaten  till  it  had  contracted  a  shy 
habit  of  retiring  further  and  further  from 
active  interference  in  its  owner's  ethics. 

'*  Yes,  hers  ! "  cried  the  savage  foundation 
that  lay  beneath  the  veneer  of  insouciance 
and  airy  egotism  of  the  surface  man.  Had 
not  she  repudiated  first  her  part  of  their 
mutual  contract  things  had  been  different. 
What  had  she  discovered  against  him  that 
she  should  have  coldly  withdrawn  from 
him?      Nothing,     absolutely     nothing,    as 
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against  herself.  With  her  ridiculous  enthu- 
siasms, her  absurd,  impracticable  standards 
of  honour  and  honesty,  of  faith  and  loyalty 
to  the  cause  for  which  Stanislaus  Staroski 
had  endured  exile  and  privation,  and  slowly 
and  surely  died,  she  had  judged  him  harshly. 
She  had  weighed  him  in  the  fantastic  scales 
of  her  own  hallucinations,  and  found  him 
wanting.  He  had  not  sinned  against  her ; 
what  right,  therefore,  had  she  possessed  to 
separate  herself  from  him,  from  a  mere 
capricious  horror  of  his  mode  of  managing 
his  affairs  ?  It  is  not  agreeable  to  a  man 
to  read  aversion  and  disdain  in  the  eyes  of 
the  woman  who,  before  all  things,  has 
pledged  herself  to  devotion  at  his  shrine. 
The  terrible  bitterness  of  contempt  that  had 
grown  up  for  him  in  the  heart  of  Helen 
Staroska,  the  bitterness  of  her  exposition 
of  it  to  him,  the  more  galling  bitterness  of 
her  subsequent  cold  silence,  had  been  re- 
sponsible for  anything  she  may  have  had 
cause  to  complain  of  afterwards,  he  said  to 
himself  through  clenched  teeth,  behind  his 
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still  smiling  lips.  He  began  to  feel  a  need 
of  revenging  himself  for  the  forfeiture  of 
self-respect  he  suffered  under  the  calm  eyes 
of  this  woman,  whose  life  he  had  blighted, 
and  upon  whose  small  fortune  he  still 
shamelessly  lived. 

Instinct  told  him  he  had  himself  been 
long  powerless  to  wound  her.  In  the  face 
of  her  profound  conviction  of  his  worthless- 
ncss,  she  was  incapable  of  being  touched  by 
him,  save  through  Desiree,  and  the  young 
girl  became  to  him,  in  consequence,  an  object 
of  livelier  interest,  as  a  possible  weapon 
wherewith  to  stab  her  mother  vitally,  as 
well  as  a  future  factor  in  the  rearing  of  his 
own  fortunes. 

His  restless  brain  became  busier  with 
many  half-formed  projects,  as  the  perception 
that  the  child  was  growing  too  fair  a  flower 
to  be  suffered  to  waste  her  sweetness  in  the 
out-of-the-way  Sussex  hamlet  grew  clearer 
to  him.  Suddenly,  however,  an  unexpected 
event  occurred,  which  turned  the  current  of 
his  thoui]:hts  into  a  different   channel.     A 
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relation  of  his  in  Ireland,  who  had  alto- 
gether disowned  him  in  early  life,  actuated 
either  by  a  late  relenting,  or  by  quarrels 
with  her  other  kinsfolk,  or  in  a  fit  of  mere 
caprice,  had  made  a  will  leaving  him  her 
heir,  and  expired  directly  afterwards. 

This  circumstance  produced  a  sudden 
alteration  in  his  plans,  and  a  few  weeks 
later  saw  him  on  his  way  to  take  possession 
of  his  newly  acquired  property,  carrying 
with  him  the  woman  and  her  child,  whose 
lives  seemed  destined  still  to  remain  en- 
tangled with  his  devious  career. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  Since  there's  no  help,  come,  let  tis  kiss  and  part ; 
Nay,  I  have  done  ;  you  get  no  more  of  me ; 
And  I  am  glad,  yea,  glad  with  all  my  heart 
That  I  so  cleanly  can  myself  thus  free, 
Shake  hands  ;  for  ever  cancel  all  our  yows, 
And  when  we  meet  at  any  time  again, 
Be  it  not  seen  in  either  of  our  brows 
That  we  one  jot  of  former  love  retain." 

Over  on  the  west  coast  of  Ireland,  an  old 
irregularly  built  stone  house  looked  out  on 
the  eternally  rolling  grey  Atlantic,  through 
storm  and  sunshine,  summer  and  \Adnter, 
short  bright  days  and  long  mirk  midnights, 
while  the  ever  restless  waves  shuddered  and 
moaned  and  tossed,  like  unquiet  souls  in 
the  purgatory  devoutly  believed  in  by  a 
Gatholic  peasantry.  It  was  the  house  of 
Barrington's  now  nearest  neighbours,  the 
Blakes  of  Ballymagillagh. 

VOL.  I.  K 
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The  mansion  was  built  of  solid  stone, 
hewn  roughly  out  of  adjacent  quarries,  and 
presented  an  appearance  of  substantial  com- 
fort, not  common  in  the  wild  and  desert 
part  of  the  country  in  which  it  was  situated. 
Generations  of  Blakes  had  lived  aud  died 
in  it  since  it  had  been  reared  in  the  time 
of  the  Commonwealth,  by  a  cavalier  gentle- 
man, who  had  married  a  Blake  heiress,  and 
adopted  her  name  and  country. 

Glad  to  escape  from  the  troubles  in  Eng- 
land, he  and  his  descendants  had  grown 
to  the  soil.  They  had  set  themselves  to 
become  Irish  of  the  Irish,  and  for  a  century 
or  two  had  succeeded  admirably.  The  last 
squire,  however,  by  some  freak  of  nature, 
had  seemed  to  "  throw  back,"  to  use  a  techni- 
cal phrase,  to  the  Saxon,  and  had  paid  for 
the  unpopular  strain  that  had  obtruded  itself 
in  him  with  his  life.  Maurice  Blake,  just, 
methodical,  exact  in  aU  his  dealings,  leaning 
just  a  little  towards  severity,  it  might  be, 
but  never  tyrannical,  never  unjust,  never 
really  hard  on  the  poor,  had  been  shot  from 
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behind  a  hedge  many  years  ago,  as  he  was 
returning  home  from  the  assizes,  where  his 
evidence  had  helped  to  convict  a  man  of  an 
agrarian  outrage.  His  mare,  trotting  into 
the  stable  riderless,  had  first  given  the 
alarm,  he  having  been  riding  unattended,  as 
was  his  habit,  and  soon  his  murdered  body 
was  found  and  borne  home  for  his  widow 
to  weep  over.  His  tragical  end  had  changed 
Mrs.  Blake  from  a  gay,  handsome,  cheerful, 
spirited,  still  young  woman  into  a  pre- 
maturely grave,  quiet  matron. 

Madam  Blake,  as  the  people  called  her, 
never  left  off  the  widow's  weeds  she  had  tied 
on  over  the  plentiful  brown  hair  that  cruel 
nisjht's  work  had  streaked  with  silver,  nor 
the  decorous  black  gown  that  fell  in  mas- 
sive folds  about  her  comely  figure  to  the 
ground.  At  thirty-eight  she  had  put  on 
mourning  for  Maurice  Blake,  who  had  been 
to  her  a  kind  and  tender  husband,  and  at 
fifty-two  her  heart  was  yet  faithful  to  his 
memory.  A  tall,  strong,  fair  woman,  with 
steady,  quiet  eyes,  and  a  smile  that,  if  rare. 
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was  sweet,  the  mistress  of  Castle  Blake 
was  a  gracious  presence,  and  governed  the 
household  and  family  with  a  mild  firmness 
no  one  thought  of  questioning  or  gainsaying. 
The  effect  of  that  terrible  night's  work 
left  its  mark  printed  indelibly  upon  her. 
The  shock  of  it  and  the  horror  of  it  were 
never  to  be  effaced  or  forgotten,  and  to 
the  natural  and  legitimate  horror  had  been 
added,  unhappily,  a  miserable  complication, 
a  family  distress  of  the  worst  description. 
The  murdered  man's  nephew  and  next  heir 
had  been  arrested  on  suspicion  of  having 
been  the  perpetrator  of  the  crime,  and  only 
set  at  liberty  because  evidence  sufficient  to 
bring  it  home  to  him  was  not  forthcoming. 
It  was  not  only  that  Constantine  Blake, 
a  strange,  moody  lad,  full  of  visionary 
schemes  for  the  amelioration  of  his  unhappy 
country's  grievances,  had  lived  on  notori- 
ously bad  terms  with  the  uncle,  who  stood 
to  him  in  loco  ^parentis,  that  he  was 
suspected,  but  on  account  of  his  extreme 
opinions,  which  were  eminently  distasteful 
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to  Mr.  Blake,  and  also  on  account  of  the 
jealousy  with  which  the  squire,  subject  in 
this  instance  to  a  common  human  infirmity, 
and  sore  at  his  own  lack  of  male  issue,  had 
been  kno^Ti  to  regard  his  sometime  suc- 
cessor to  the  estates. 

The  young  man  had  appeared  completely 
overwhelmed  at  the  accusation  and  subse- 
quent proceedings  taken  against  him.  He 
could  not  deny  his  entanglement  with  the 
various  Nationalist  societies,  and  this  ina- 
bility to  clear  himself  of  part  of  what  was 
laid  to  his  charge,  the  crime  being  regarded 
as  an  agrarian  one  went  against  him.  He 
was  well  defended,  and  had  with  him  the 
sympathies  of  the  peasantry,  by  whom 
Maurice  Blake  had  been  feared  and  hated, 
and  he  w^as  acquitted,  with,  however,  the 
stigma  affixed  to  him  of  not  proven  in  the 
eyes  of  the  gentry.  These  events  drove 
him  out  of  the  country,  and,  as  it  was 
conjectured,  into  the  arms  of  the  most 
extreme  Nationalist  party. 

Driven  by  his  unfortunate  circumstances 
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to  the  verge  of  madness,  only  his  cousin 
Mary  could  have  kept  him  at  Ballymagil- 
lagh  to  live  down  the  lie,  if  it  were  one,  and 
from  his  cousin  Mary  he  recoiled  with  a 
despairing  horror  that  seemed  mysterious  to 
her. 

The  tall  daring  lad  and  the  charming 
blooming  girl  had  been  recognized  as  sweet- 
hearts for  some  time,  and  the  match  w^as 
regarded  as  suitable  by  everybody,  with  the 
exception  of  the  murdered  man.  Mr.  Blake 
had  strongly  and  consistently  disapproved 
of  a  marriage  between  the  cousins,  on  the 
ground  of  over  close  kinship,  and  even 
this,  unfortunately  only  too  well  known  in 
the  neighbourhood,  was  made  use  of  by  the 
Crown  lawyers  against  Constantine  Blake. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  trial  and  release 
of  the  prisoner,  the  country  for  a  short  time 
rested  in  a  delightful  fever  of  expectation 
and  conjecture  respecting  his  future  course 
of  conduct.  He  did  not  keep  it  long  in 
suspense.  With  his  head  held  high,  a 
haughty,  almost  sullen  defiance  in  his  bold 
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eyes,  Con  Blake  shouldered  his  way  through 
the  crowds  awaiting  to  see  him  come  out. 
A  sudden  involuntary  spasm  for  an  instant 
convulsed  his  handsome  features  at  the 
tumults  of  cheering  he  met  with  and  the 
full  flavoured  blessings  and  congratulations 
poured  out  upon  him  by  the  finest  peasantry 
in  the  world.  He  coldly  acknowledged  the 
acclamations  of  the  crowd,  and  made  his 
way  rapidly  to  a  carriage  awaiting  him. 
That  same  night  he  left  Ireland,  leaving  no 
means  of  communication  with  him  open  to 
his  relations.  He  was  vaguely  believed  to 
be  in  London,  and  his  whereabouts  anxiously 
inquired  after  by  many,  but  for  months 
nothing  was  heard  of  him. 

At  the  end  of  half  a  year  or  so,  a  ragged 
boy  brought  Mary  Blake  a  message  from 
him,  telling  her  to  meet  him  that  evening  in 
the  little  cove  under  the  cliff,  on  the  summit 
of  which  Castle  Blake  frowned  darkly  out 
t)ver  the  great  heaving  waste  of  sea,  and 
enjoining  her  to  tell  no  one  of  his  coming. 

Mary  Blake  was  a  courageous  girl,  and 
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took  the  news  of  her   cousin's  abrupt  re- 
appearance with  outward  calmness. 

"  When  ? "  she  asked,  with  a  slight  cloud- 
ing of  her  fine  grey  eyes,  but  with  no 
visible  tremor  or  excitement. 

''Three  hour  after  sunset,  Miss  Mary, 
darlin' ;  and  I  was  to  be  shure  and  -bid  ye 
be  punctual." 

"  I'll  not  fail,  Dennis.  Eun  back  and  tell 
Mr.  Con  so." 

She  gave  the  boy  a  coin,  and  walked 
away  into  the  house. 

•  As  she  turned  from  him,  the  child  looked 
anxiously  after  her. 

"  "Whist,  Miss  Mary,"  he  called  in  a  low 
voice,  ''it's  alone  ye'U  come  for  shure,  and 
for  the  blessed  saint's  sake  remimber  and 
tell  no  one." 

"  Yes,  Dennis,  you  may  trust  me,"  she 
answered  gently,  pausing  to  look  back  at 
him ;  and  the  boy  saw  that  her  face  was 
white  and  unconsciously  severe  in  its  sweet 
gravity. 

Mary    Blake    had     reflected    upon     her 


POMEGRANATE   SEED.  137 

relations  with  her  cousin  during  many 
weary,  wakeful  nights,  when  the  moaning 
winds  swept  across  the  wild  sea  outside, 
and  sobbed  and  sighed  around  the  grey, 
weather-worn  walls  of  Castle  Blake.  And 
yet  now  that,  perhaps,  the  crisis  of  her  life 
was  at  hand,  she  found  herself  still  undeter- 
mined, still  irresolute.  Ought  she  to  be 
bound  by  the  dead  man's  prohibition  of  her 
marriage  with  Con  ?  Had  he  lived,  she  felt 
that  she  would  have  been  capable  of  com- 
bating it  respectfully,  persistently,  and 
perhaps  in  the  end  successfully,  or  if  not, 
why,  then — she  faced  the  truth  honestly — of 
disregarding  it.  She  was  a  girl  of  clear 
understanding,  reasonably,  but  by  no  means 
superstitiously  dutiful,  and  she  felt  that  in 
the  end  she  would  have  been  capable  of 
disputing  the  right  of  her  father  to  destroy 
her  happiness  for  a  mere  scruple.  She 
recognized  a  point  where  her  duty  as  a 
daughter,  or  at  any  rate  her  conception  of 
it,  would  end,  and  her  duty  to  the  man 
whose  wife  she  meant  to  be   became  para- 
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mount  with  her.  She  recognized  all  this, 
I  say,  in  the  case  of  her  father  being  still 
living  ;  but  his  sudden  tragic  death  seemed 
to  have  altered  it  all. 

He  was  gone.  He  had  vanished  into 
the  awful  mystery  of  dissolution.  He 
could  be  no  more  argued  with  or  en- 
treated, and  henceforth  he  had  become 
a  being  inexpressibly  touching  in  his 
silence,  his  inability  to  be  any  more  con- 
vinced. The  dead  hand  has  a  strength  of 
its  own,  reaching  out  from  the  grave  over 
the  living — the  grave  that  has  swallowed  up 
so  much.  How  pathetic  is  this  death  in 
its  helplessness,  its  incapacity  to  fight  any 
more,  its  sudden  giving  up  of  the  battle,  its 
complete  apparent  surrender  of  all  disputed 
points  !  how  beautiful  in  its  great  calm,  and 
yet  how  potent,  how  terribly  potent  in  its 
very  stillness  and  impotence  ! 

Besides  all  these  things.  Con  Blake  had 
been  accused  of  the  murder  of  that  father 
for  whom  she  was  still  mourning,  though 
she  was  ready  to  swear  unjustly. " 
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Is  it  to  be  wondered  at  if  Mary  went 
down  to  the  trysting-place  with  a  heavy 
heart,  almost  certain  that  it  was  her  duty 
to  break  off  all  relations  with  her  cousin, 
and,  in  spite  of  this,  nay,  because  of  it, 
loving  him  the  more  ? 

Her  heart  went  out  to  him  with  pity  and 
yearning,  and  a  love  that  had  something 
of  a  mother's  tenderness  as  well  as  a  true 
lover's  passion. 

It  was  a  warm  June  evening,  and  the 
starlight  reflected  on  the  water  penetrated 
the  grey  semi- darkness  of  the  summer's 
night  with  a  soft  subdued  glimmer.  Mary, 
in  her  black  garments,  a  light  shawl  thrown 
carelessly  about  her  head  und  shoulders, 
showed  like  a  blot  against  the  gloaming  as 
she  came  down  the  cliff  to  the  little  beach, 
where  a  tall  dark  figure  was  pacing  up  and 
down,  waiting  for  her.  A  little  boat  lay 
moored  to  the  rude  landing-place  amongst 
the  rocks  just  beyond. 

"  Con,"  she  said  hesitatingly — "  Con,  is 
it  you  ?  "  and  stopped. 
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He  came  towards  her  with  a  face  so  wild 
and  haggard  that  she  fell  back  involun- 
tarily. 

"  Ah ! "  she  cried,  under  her  breath, 
"  how  you  have  changed  !  Do  not  look 
at  me  like  that,  for  the  love  of  God." 

"  Does  my  face  scare  you,  Mary  ? "  he 
said  bitterly.  "  Well,  no  wonder  if  it  does. 
It  is  the  face  of  a  murderer.  I  have  come 
here  to-night  to  tell  you  this,  and  give  you 
back  your  word  that  was  pledged  to  me, 
and  these."  He  held  out  to  her  a  ring  and 
a  broken  coin. 

She  stared  at  him  in  a  dumb  bewilder- 
ment of  pain,  but  made  no  movement 
towards  taking  them. 

"  We  have  got  to  part,  Molly,"  he  went 
on  urgently.  "  I've  known  it  all  along,  but 
somehow  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  say  it 
to  you  sooner.  Take  your  tokens,  and  let 
me  go  without  your  curse,  my  poor,  poor 
love  !  I  am  the  most  miserable  man  on 
God's  earth  !  I  tell  you  they  were  fools  on 
that  jury.     It  was  I  who  shot  your  father, 
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and  all  tlie  fiends  in  hell  have  dogged  me 
ever  since." 

Her  grey  eyes  dilated,  her  white  face 
grew  whiter  still.  "  You  !  "  she  gasped  in- 
credulously— *'  You,  you  !  Con  ?  "  Oh  !  then 
Heaven  have  mercy  on  us,  for  he  is  mad ! " 

She  retreated  a  little  way,  the  expression 
of  horror  stereotyped  in  her  wide  open  eyes 
and  on  her  cold  lips. 

It  indeed  required  but  little  imagination 
to  see  insanity  in  the  young  man's  hunted 
air  and  hag^g:ard  features.  His  clothes 
hanging  loosely  on  his  tall,  massive  frame, 
worn  by  sleeplessness  and  remorse  to  a 
mere  skeleton,  assisted  the  impression. 

There  was  a  silence  between  them  as  they 
looked  fearfully  into  each  other's  eyes  ;  he 
yet  holding  out  the  coin  and  ring,  she  with 
heedless  averted  head  and  hands  held  up 
instinctively  repelling  him. 

"  Molly,"  he  said  at  length,  with  infinite 
tenderness,  "  will  not  you  let  me  give  them 
to  you  ?  Am  I  so  abhorrent  to  you  that 
you  cannot  take  anything  from  me  ? " 
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She  shivered,  and  mutely  stretched  out 
her  right  hand.  As  he  laid  the  ring  and 
broken  coin  on  her  palm,  it  trembled. 

"Molly,"  he  continued  entreatingly,  "it 
was  hard,  horribly  hard,  to  tell  you.  All 
these  months  I  have  been  trying  to  bring 
myself  to  it,  because  I  owed  you  the  truth — 
you,  my  plighted  wife,  that  I  can  never 
claim.  Will  not  you  give  me  one  word  of 
comfort  ?  Will  not  you  say  you  know  I  did 
not  willingly  stain  my  soul  with  his  blood  ? 
You  do  not  know,  you  can  never  know,  the 
awful  necessity  I  was  under,  the  pressure, 

the  obligation What  am  I  saying  ?  " 

he  cried  wildly,  the  fire  in  his  hollow  eyes 
burning  upon  hers,  that  remained  fixed  on 
him  in  a  stupor  of  pain. 

She  was  dumb — dumb  with  grief  and  a 
sick  horror,  dumb  with  the  sudden,  dreadful 
uprooting  of  her  faith  in  his  innocence, 
almost  ready  to  doubt  the  existence  of  God 
himself,  who  ^ad  suffered  this  monstrous 
crime  to  be  accomplished. 

Through    the    dreadful    days    that    had 
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followed  the  murder  of  her  father,  through 
the  prolonged  strain  of  the  investigations 
relating  to  it,  her  sympathy,  her  passionate, 
warm  sympathy,  had  been  with  her  cousin, 
cruelly,  unjustly  accused  of  a  crime  of  which 
he  was  incapable  of  harbouring  the  thought 
even ;  and  now,  behold  !  that  cousin  stood 
before  her,  dark  and  despairing,  proclaiming 
his  guilt.  A  man  with  the  brand  of  Cain 
upon  his  brow,  a  terrible,  damning  remorse 
gnawing  at  his  heart,  his  life  ruined  here 
and  in  danger  hereafter,  a  miserable,  con- 
science-smitten being  for  whom  there  could 
be  no  more  peace  on  earth,  no  rest  from 
his    agonies    this    side    the    grave,    whilst 

beyond She     dared     ,not     speculate 

further.  Between  him  and  her  she  saw 
a  great  gulf  fixed.  The  shade  of  the  mur- 
dered man  stood  waving  them  apart  with 
a  solemn  gesture  of  eternal  prohibition. 
Nature  herself  divorced  them  for  ever.  A 
river  of  blood  flowed  between  them — the 
blood  of  Constantine  Blake's  uncle,  of  her 
father.      She  closed  her  eyes  mechanically 
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to  shut  out  the  terror  of  it,  and  the  ap- 
palling truth  seemed  written  in  letters  of 
fire  upon  her  eyeballs. 

"  Castle  Blake  is  yours  now,"  she  breathed 
fearfully.  "  Oh  !  Con,  Con,  how  can  you 
bear  to  reign  here  in  his  stead  1 " 

The  reproach  was  wrung  from  her  in  the 
stupefaction  of  her  grief.  The  young  man 
started  as  if  he  had  been  stung. 

"God  forgive  you  that  thought,  Mary 
Blake,"  he  said,  with  bitter  solemnity.  "  It 
was  for  Ireland  that  he  died — not  to  clear 
the  road  to  the  property  for  me." 

She  wrung  her  hands.  "Forgive  me," 
she  murmured. 

"  You  will  all  live  on  here  the  same  as 
ever.  It  is  I  who  will  clear  out.  Did  you 
think  I'd  touch  a  penny  of  his  money  or 
live  under  his  roof- tree  ?  It's  a  mean- 
spirited  scoundrel  you'd  make  me  out  if 
that  was  your  thought,"  he  broke  out 
passionately.  "  I've  signed  the  deeds  in 
London,  making  over  the  place  to  young 
Tony,  on  condition  you  and  madam  live  on 
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here  as  guardians  to  him  and  little  Lesbia. 
I've  re-settled  the  property  the  same  as  if 
you  and  I  had  been  wed  and  I  had  a  boy 
of  my  own,  except  that  I've  put  Tony  in 
his  place.  I've  washed  my  hands  clean  of 
every  rood,  of  every  sixpence.  If  I  could 
but  wash  them  free  from  the  stain  of 
blood!" 

His  voice  sank  from  its  harsh,  high  pitch 
to  a  shuddering  whisper.  His  eyes  sought 
the  ground  sullenly.  There  fell  between 
them  a  bitter  silence,  in  which  each  souofht 
to  find  strength  for  the  final  parting.  Mary 
rallied  first. 

"  Con,"  she  murmured,  approaching  him 
with  a  divine  pity — "my  poor  Con,  what 
had  Ireland  done  for  you  that  you  should 
have  killed  my  father  and  perilled  your  soul 
for  her  sake  ?  She  is  a  witch,  a  foul  hag  !  " 
the  girl  went  on,  with  sudden  passion.  ''She 
lures  her  best  and  bravest  to  destruction  for 
a  dream,  a  chimera.  I  hate  her !  I  spit 
upon  her.  She  takes  the  hearts  out  of  their 
bosoms,  and  casts  them  under  her  feet,  while 

VOL.  I.  L 


146  POMEGRANATE   SEED. 

she  goes  her  way,  cruel  and  unrelenting, 
helpless  alike  to  save  herself  or  those  who 
give  their  life's  best  hopes,  their  souls, 
themselves  at  her  bidding." 

He  made  a  gesture  as  though  to  cover 
her   mouth.     "  Hush  ! "   he   said   gloomily. 
*  I  am  her  sworn  servant,  pledged  to  live 
and  die  for  her." 

"  Oh,  cry  off.  Con  !  Deliver  yourself  from 
this  accursed  bondage,  this  hateful  thraldom. 
Why  must  you  die,  body  and  soul  ?  Oh, 
Con !  my  cousin,  my  lover  no  more,  for  my 
sake,  for  G-od's  sake,  free  yourself ! " 

She  holds  her  hands  out  to  him  entreat- 
ingly,  and  the  grey  of  the  sleeping  sea  is  in 
her  yearning  eyes.  It  is  not  a  troubled  girl 
pleading  with  her  lover,  but  a  woman 
striving  to  win  a  soul  from  the  powers 
of  darkness — a  soul  how  nearly  lost,  yet 
peradventure  capable  even  now  of  repent- 
ance and  amendment  and  ultimate  regene- 
ration. 

"Too  late,  Mary,"  he  answers  sadly.     "  I 
cannot  draw  back  now,  and  I  would  not 
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if  I  could.  What  else  have  I  to  live  for  ? 
You  and  I  are  for  ever  parted.  From 
henceforth  I  shall  be  dead  to  you  and  all 
who  once  knew  me.  I  have  given  up  my 
very  name.  I  am  become  a  unit  amongst 
many — a  number  merely.  What  men 
chance  to  call  me  from  time  to  time 
will  matter  little.  To  myself — and — and 
others,"  vaguely,  "  I  shall  be  but  num- 
ber  "      He     stopped     suddenly,     and 

looked  round  uneasily.  *'  It  is  nothing," 
he  muttered — "  only  a  gull  our  voices  have 
disturbed." 

Mary  Blake  looked  pitifully  at  his  haggard 
face  and  wild  eyes.  The  despair  she  read 
there  made  her  heart  ache.*  The  bitter, 
unavailing  remorse ;  the  devil-may-care 
swagger,  assumed  to  hide  the  terrible 
reality  of  his  moral  shipwreck ;  his  rudder- 
less, derelict  state,  altogether  sent  adrift  and 
cast  loose  on  the  world's  ocean ;  a  waif, 
without  family,  without  home,  without 
patrimony,  owning  only  the  brotherhood  of 
sorrow  and  crime — to  what  lamentable  ex- 
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cesses  may  not  he  be  forced  by  his  goading 
memories  ? 

She  sighed ;  her  arms  fell  languidly  beside 
her, 

"Lost,"  she  murmured  piteously — "lost 
to  me  for  ever.  Oh,  Con,  what  is  the  use 
of  lingerino^  over  what  must  be  ?  After  this 
night  we  must  meet  no  more.  My  father's 
blood  lies  between  us.  I  should  loathe 
you,  hate  you,  and  Heaven  forgive  me,  I 
cannot." 

She  trembled  as  she  raised  her  white  face 
in  passionate  appeal  to  the  star-spangled 
sky  above  them.     A  sob  cut  her  short. 

He  lifted  the  edge  of  her  shawl  to  his 
lips ;  his  dark  eyes  magnetized  her  as  they 
dwelt  in  all  their  hopeless  sadness  on  hers. 

"  You  have  not  cursed  me,  Mary,"  he 
said  dejectedly.  "You  have  dealt  gently 
with  me.  You  are  an  angel  of  light.  I 
dare  not  touch  your  lips  with  mine.  I  will 
not  touch  your  hand,  lest  the  blood  on  mine 
defile  it.  See,  I  kiss  but  the  edge  of  your 
garment.     Farewell,  my  cousin,  my  love  no 
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more.  Think  of  me  with  charity  as  a  man 
given  over  to  a  life-long  remorse." 

With  a  gesture  of  despairing  abnegation, 
he  turned  and  left  her  standing  alone  on  the 
little  rock-bound  beach. 

Another  instant  and  he  had  entered  the 
boat  and  pushed  off.  He  pulled  out  to  the 
point  of  the  headland,  lying  south  of  the 
cove.  Once  he  stood  up  for  an  instant,  a 
tall  black  silhouette  against  the  white  moon- 
light. With  a  movement  of  inexpressible 
tenderness  and  anguish  he  opened  his  arms 
wide,  as  he  looked  his  last  on  the  lonely 
figure  on  the  beach.  Mary  Blake  waved 
her  hand  once,  twice,  thrice  ;  a  cloud  passed 
across  the  moon's  face,  and  when  her  silver 
beams  once  more  glittered  along  the  heaving 
water,  the  boat  and  its  solitary  occupant 
had  rounded  the  point  of  the  headland  and 
disappeared  from  sight. 

From  that  night  Constantine  Blake  was 
no  more  seen.  Young  Tony,  in  accordance 
with  his  unfortunate  brother's  arrangement, 
succeeded  to  his  place  as  head  of  the  family, 
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and   reigned    in    Castle   Blake   under    the 
guardianship  of  his  uncle's  widow. 

In  time  Mary  put  her  troubles  behind  her, 
and  being  young,  beautiful,  and  vigorous, 
listened  again  to  a  lover's  suit,  and  took 
pleasure  in  her  life  again,  and  the  recol- 
lection of  the  unhappy  Constantine  faded  in 
her  mind,  and  became  as  a  tale  that  is  told. 
Four  years  after  his  disappearance  she 
married  an  Englishman,  a  Captain  Egerton, 
as  gallant  a  seaman  as  ever  sailed  a  ship. 
After  three  years  of  wedded  life,  happy  as 
a  waking  dream,  her  husband  brought  her 
back  to  Castle  Blake,  there  to  live  under 
her  mother's  protection,  with  her  two 
children,  whilst  he  was  absent  with  his  ship. 
And  there  had  been  her  home  since,  and 
would  remain  so  till  the  not  far  distant  time 
when  he  could  retire  with  prudence  and 
honour,  to  pass  the  rest  of  his  life  on  land, 
and  enjoy  the  sweets  of  domestic  life,  un- 
clouded by  the  thoughts  of  the  separations 
entailed  on  them  by  his  professional  duty. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"  Pale  slie  grew  for  woe 
Of  all  these  lovers." 

Young  Tony  Blake  at  the  time  of  Miss 
Bridget  Barrington's  death  was  nineteen, 
and  his  twin  sister  Lesbia  a  few  minutes 
younger.  They  had  nearly  forgotten  their 
gloomy  elder,  who  had  withdrawn  himself 
from  their  ken  so  many  years  ago,  far  back 
in  those  dark  ages  of  youth  and  unknowing- 
ness,  when  as  at  similar  periods  in  the 
history  of  nations,  most  things  rest  only 
on  tradition,  oral  generally,  and  not  always 
trustworthy. 

They  were  two  healthy,  high-spirited 
young  people,  who  upon  principle  extracted 
as  much  joy  and  jollity  from  life  as  their 
surroundings  could  be  made  to  yield.     They 
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did  not  follow  the  handsome  Blakes,  who 
had  always  been  a  well-featured  race,  much 
in  appearance  ;  nor  did  they  share  the  dark, 
somewhat  sombre  good  looks  their  half- 
brother,  who  was  so  much  older  than  them, 
had  inherited  from  his  foreign  mother,  who, 
with  her  Italian  blood,  had  transmitted  to 
him  her  passionate  political  faiths. 

Tony  and  his  sister  were  two  red-haired, 
freckled,  white  -  skinned,  wide  -  mouthed, 
joyous  young  things,  heedlessly  improvi- 
dent, generous  and  open-handed,  intensely 
Irish,  Celts  to  the  backbone,  though  the  boy 
at  least  took  an  odd  pride  in  his  semi-Saxon 
descent.  They  were  redeemed  from  positive 
ugliness  by  the  thickness  and  length  of  their 
curling  eyelashes,  that  gave  depth  to  their 
dark  grey,  Irish  eyes,  and  the  whiteness  and 
soundness  of  the  four  rows  of  even  teeth 
they  boasted  between  them. 

They  were  attached  to  their  cousin,  Mrs. 
Egerton,  and  their  small  cousins,  her  chil- 
dren, Shane  and  Bride,  and  they  yielded 
willing  obedience  to  their  grave,  dignified 
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aunt,  who,  in  accordance  with  the  injunc- 
tions of  the  absent  Constantine,  still  pre- 
sided over  the  house,  and  performed  the 
part  of  a  mother  to  the  wild  young  brother 
and  sister,  so  devoted  to  one  another,  that 
Lesbia  shared  all  Tony's  pursuits,  and,  being 
of  the  two  the  more  vehement  by  nature, 
went  beyond  him  even  in  some  of  them. 

It  was  the  twins  who  first  discovered 
/ngns  of  habitation  in  old  Miss  Barrington's 
cottage  by  the  headland,  which  had  been 
shut  up  since  her  death. 

"  News,  Molly  !  "  cried  Anthony,  breath- 
lessly, rushing  into  the  morning-room,  with 
Lesbia  at  his  heels.  "  News,  Aunt  Mary  ! 
Old  Bridget  Barrington's  house  is  occupied 
again,  and  we  saw  the  new  people  as  we 
came  up  from  the  boat  just  now." 

"  Yes,"  chimed  in  Lesbia's  high,  sweet 
treble,  "  such  a  queer  set.  A  tall,  foreign- 
looking  woman ;  a  nice,  usual  sort  of  man, 
who  might  be  a  native — he  looked  so  much 
at  home  on  the  cliff-path  ;  a  decrepit  old 
fellow,  with  long,  grizzly  hair ;  and  oh,  such 
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a  funny  girl !  A  thin,  white-faced  little 
thing,  with  enormous  dark  eyes,  clinging  to 
a  fiddle  that  she  was  playing  upon  as  she 
walked,  like  a  person  in  the  clouds.  She 
stared  at  us  well,  but  I  don't  believe  she 
really  saw  us.  Her  wits  looked  all  wool- 
gathering. Tony  nearly  ran  against  her 
before  he  made  out  where  her  erratic  steps 
were  tending ;  and  you  should  just  have 
seen  him  pull  ofi*  his  hat  and  beg  her 
pardon.  He  couldn't  have  kotooed  more 
to  the  Queen." 

"And  why  should  IV  promptly  answered 
Tony.  "  What  is  the  Queen  more  than 
a  lady  ?  and  this  little  girl  is  that,  and  a 
sweet,  pretty  lady,  too." 

"  Pretty  I  why  she  is  as  white  as  the  foam 
on  the  top  of  those  rollers  out  there," 
waving  her  hand  towards  the  grey,  tum- 
bling sea,  "  and  as  skinny  as — as  I  am  the 
reverse,"  breaking  into  jocund  laughter. 
"Molly,  I  don't  think  Tony  ought  to  be 
allowed  to  go  about  by  himself,  without  me 
or  some  other  person  competent  to  protect 
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him  from  the  effects  of  his  absurd  enthu- 
siasms. I  solemnly  assure  you  this  little 
girl  has  absolutely  no  pretensions  to  good 
looks." 

"Don't  believe  her;  she  knows  nothing 
about  it.  I  tell  you  the  girl  with  the  fiddle 
is  as  pretty  as  a  picture.  She's  got  a  dear 
little  pale  face,  and  the  most  beautiful, 
beseeching  eyes  in  the  world.  They  go  to 
one's  heart  like  a  shot  bird's.  I  shall  make 
friends  with  her.  She  looks  so  slender  and 
gentle  and  delicate.  Lesbia's  high  state  of 
preservation  begins  to  pall  on  me.  There 
is  something  revolting  in  a  young  lady  being 
always  in  the  rudest  good  health." 

"  Would  you  like  me  to  try  and  waste  a 
little  to  please  you  ? "  said  his  sister,  with 
pretended  ruefulness,  "  I  own  I  am  a  credit 
to  my  entertainers.  Yet  I  don't  eat  much. 
It  is  not  a  voracious  appetite  that  has 
brought  me  to  this  pass.  I  am  an  ascetic 
at  table.  It  must  be  attributed  to  a  good 
conscience  and  a  really  delightful  disposi- 
tion.   It's  a  sweet  temper  that  makes  people 
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fat.  'A  contented  mind  is  a  continual  feast.' 
Horrid  thought !  " 

"Try  the  effect  of  a  little  discontent," 
said  Anthony,  condolingly. 

"Did  you  find  out  the  names  of  these 
people,  dears  ?  "  interrupted  Madam  Blake's 
voice,  a  shade  of  anxiety  in  its  calm 
tones. 

"  Oh  !  Barrington.  He  is  old  Bridget's 
cousin. " 

A  troubled  expression  disturbed  the  lines  of 
Mrs.  Blake's  still  handsome  face  ;  her  mouth 
hardened  a  little,  as  it  were  insensibly. 

"  Barrington,"  she  repeated  thoughtfully. 
"  It  must  be  Michael  Barrington,  I  suppose. 
So  he  has  come  back  to  trouble  the  country 
again." 

"  It's  little  good  he  ever  did  to  any  of  us 
in  Ballymagillagh,"  said  Mary  Egerton,  un- 
wonted bitterness  in  the  voice  that  was  so 
like  that  of  her  mother  in  its  round,  full 
tones.  "  Mother,  we  cannot  give  him  a 
friend's  welcome." 

Mrs.    Blake    looked   disturbed.       "It   is 
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worse  than  useless  to  make  an  enemy  of 
him,"  she  said  gravely  ;  "Michael  Barrington 
was  always  a  dangerous  man  to  offend." 

"  What  is  all  this  about  ? "  cried  Tony, 
puzzled,  yet  with  authority. 

It  was  evident  Madam  Blake  was  abnor- 
mally stirred.  Twice  she  essayed  ineffec- 
tually to  speak  ;  and  then,  rising,  she  said, 
with  unconscious  pathos  in  her  patient  voice, 
"  You  tell  them,  Mary ;  I  find  I  cannot  ;  " 
and  left  the  room  without  haste  or  disorder, 
yet  visibly  shaken  by  the  sudden  recalling 
to  her  mind  of  the  circumstances  of  the 
tragedy  which  had  ended  her  married  life, 
which  the  reappearance  of  Michael  Barring- 
ton  had  occasioned. 

"  What  does  it  all  mean  ?  "  asked  boy  and 
girl  together  wonderingly. 

"  It  means,"  cried  Mary  Egerton,  a  strange 
passion  in  her  grey  eyes,  a  strange  thrill  in 
her  voice,  "  that  Michael  Barrington's  acts 
cost  her  my  father's  life,  and  you  two  your 
brother's  expatriation ;  and  me,  oh  yes,  I 
owe  the  loss  of  both  father  and  lover  to  him. 
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for  I  loved  your  brother  Con,  and  he  me, 
and  we  hoped  to  have  married/' 

"  But,"  hazarded  Lesbia,  in  some  per- 
plexity, "  you  married  John  Egerton." 

"  I  did,  child,  and  dearly  I  love  him ;  yet 
I  tell  you  the  night  I  parted  from  Con  I 
was  a  broken-hearted  woman.  I  was  only 
seventeen,  and  a  girl's  love  for  her  first 
lover  is  hard  to  kill." 

"  Why  need  you  have  parted  ? "  asked 
Tony,  bluntly. 

*'  Could  I  have  married  the  man  who, 
rightly  or  wrongly,  had  been  tried  for  the 
murder  of  my  father,  and  acquitted  for  want 
of  evidence  to  convict  him  ?  " 

*'  No,"  said  the  boy  slowly,  "  you  could 
not." 

"But,  Mary,  it  wasn't  true''  urged  Lesbia, 
in  a  little  quick  gasp  of  anger  and  pain  ; 
"  Con  did  not  really  kill  Uncle  Blake  ? " 

There  was  a  moment's  pause,  and  then 
Mrs.  Egerton's  eyes  lighted  with  passionate 
confidence.  "  No,"  she  said  almost  loudly  ; 
''he  was  the  victim  of  some  horrible  confu- 
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sion  of  circumstances.  I  never  believed,  I 
never  will,  that  he  fired  that  shot.  But  he 
had  joined  the  secret  societies  ;  he  was  one 
with  them.  This  was  enough  to  condemn 
him  in  the  minds  of  those  who  did  not 
know  better,  and  it  was  Michael  Barring- 
ton  who  had  entrapped  him  in  those  meshes 
from  which  there  seems  no  escape,  ay,  and 
Michael  Barrington  who  was  at  the  bottom 
of  the  conspiracy  against  my  fathers  life. 
I  felt  it  then,  I  feel  it  now,  though  I  have 
no  proof  of  his  guilt." 

There  was  a  long  pause. 

"  Where  is  Con  now  ?  "  asked  Tony,  wist- 
fully at  last. 

"  Ah,  where  ?  We  do  not  know.  He  is 
an  outcast,  a  wanderer  on  the  face  of  the 
earth,  swallowed  up  body  and  soul  by  those 
monstrous  associations  which  are  the  curse 
of  Ireland,  and  not  of  Ireland  only,  but 
which  extend  over  Europe.  He  has  surren- 
dered to  them  his  very  individuality.  He 
has  ceased  to  be  Constantine  Blake  even  to 
himself ;  he  is  known  only  by  a  number." 
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"  How  comes  this  Barrington  to  be  still 
at  large  ? " 

"Nothing  has  ever  been  proved  against 
him.  Oh  yes,  he  has  always  been  able  to 
take  care  of  himself.  He  is  prudent.  He 
does  not  go  beyond  certain  limits.  Why, 
indeed,  should  he  ?  There  are  always  people 
like  Con  to  pull  the  chesnuts  out  of  the  fire 
for  him  without  his  burning  his  fingers." 

"  How  long  has  he  been  away  ? "  asked 
Tony,  trying  to  come  to  an  understanding  of 
these  mysteries  ;  whilst  Lesbia,  curiously 
regarding  Mrs.  Egerton,  wondered  if  all 
women  were  alike,  if  they,  she,  any  of  them, 
would  with  equal  certainty  have  pieced 
together  a  broken  heart,  and  given  the 
mended-up  thing  to  a  fresh  comer  like  John 
Egerton. 

Lesbia  was  of  an  age  and  temperament  to 
which  the  course  of  true  love  is  of  vital 
interest.  She  was  delightfully  moved  by 
this  hitherto  uncomprehended,  long-past 
tragedy  so  close  at  home.  She  closed  her 
eyes,  seeing,  as  in  a  dream,  that  parting  of 
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Mary  and  her  first  lover,  poor,  handsome, 
desperate  Con.  They  stand  hands  clasped 
in  hands,  passion-pale,  despair  in  their 
darkening  eyes,  cold  with  grief,  a  romanti- 
cally touching  group  under  the  pale  heart- 
less stars,  whilst  the  great  unsympathizing, 
heedless  sea  casts  down  its  waves  with  a 
sullen  roar  on  the  shore  hard  by,  regardless 
of  their  love.  Lesbia's  imagination  was 
strong.  The  colour  ebbed  slowly  from  her 
own  cheeks,  her  lips  quivered ;  she  could 
have  wept  for  sheer  pity  and  sorrow  at  the 
picture  her  fancy  conjured  up.  She  felt  a 
generous  rage  against  the  unsympathetic 
attitude  of  nature  in  the  presence  of  human 
suffering.  Everything,  doubtless,  went  on 
the  same,  though  a  girl  was  breaking  her 
heart  for  duty's  sake,  and  a  man  being 
driven  to  the  madness  of  despair. 

The  moon  went  up  the  sky  to  her 
appointed  station,  and  sank  slowly  again, 
neither  hasting  nor  resting  on  her  way, 
giving  place  to  the  great  red  sun,  who,  in 
his  turn,  toiled  up  the  steep  heights  towards 
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noon.  Night  succeeded  noon,  and  again 
morning  followed  night ;  the  world  of  nature 
continued  stolidly  to  accomplish  its  allotted 
tasks  with  an  impassibility  against  which 
man's  pain  and  woman's  suffering  im- 
patiently beat  themselves  in  vain.  The 
flowers  bloomed,  the  birds  sang  the  same  as 
ever,  unconscious  of,  unheeding  the  anguish 
of  two  young  lovers  who  had  taken  their 
last  farewell  under  the  spangled  heavens. 
It  seemed  cruel  to  Lesbia,  warm  with  her 
own  youth  and  filled  with  passionate  pity. 

"  How  can  ye  sing,  ye  little  birds, 
And  I  sae  waeful  full  of  care?  " 

she  cried  inwardly,  identifying  herself 
with  Mary;  hurt  by  the  inexorable  pas- 
sivity of  the  natural  world,  or  its  still  more 
unkind  activity  that  labours  to  fulfil  its 
allotted  work,  regardless  of  human  trouble 
or  joy. 

Lesbia  was  far  away  on  the  wings  of  fancy. 
The  passionate  vibration  of  Mary's  eloquent 
voice  had  thrilled  her  young  heart.  She  was 
lost  to  Tony's  masculine  determination  to 
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get  to  the  bottom  of  things.  Her  body 
leaned  against  the  window-shutter,  her  face 
was  turned  seawards,  but  her  mind  was  away, 
projected  back  into  the  past,  bridging  over 
the  gulf  of  the  years,  and  seeing  Mary  as 
she  must  have  been  then — lithe  and  slim 
and  supple,  with  the  grey  of  the  sea  in 
her  clear  eyes,  and  all  her  heart  upon  her 
lips. 

''  Good-bye,  good-bye,  Con,"  came  sighing 
out  of  the  dead  and  gone  past  in  her  ears. 
"  Farewell,  my  lost  love ;  good-bye,  a  long 
good-bye." 

The  piteous  scene  swam  before  her  eyes. 
Lesbia's  breath  came  thick  and  quick  with 
sighs.  She  clasped  her  hands  upon  her 
bosom ;  she  was  on  the  very  verge  of 
tears — tears  of  truest,  tenderest  sympathy. 
The  clock  in  the  corner  struck  the  hour  of 
noon,  and  before  the  twelfth  stroke  had 
fallen  on  her  startled  ears,  the  jarring  sound 
called  her  back  to  every-day  life.  Her  eyes 
turned  themselves  again  to  the  interior  of 
the  room,  and  rested  on  the  still  graceful,  if 
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matronly,  figure  of  Mrs.  Egerton,  on  the 
look  of  peace  and  content  her  harmonious 
features  wore,  touched  just  then  with  un- 
wonted passion,  and  lifted  into  a  strange 
beauty. 

"  And  after  that  experience  she  could 
marry  John  Egerton,  and  live  happy  ever 
after,"  Lesbia  said  to  herself,  with  poignant 
regret.  *'  I  would  not  have  done  so — never, 
never,  never ;  I  should  have  been  true  to 
my  first  love.  I  would  never  have  listened 
to  another.  I  expect" — sagely — "Shane  and 
Bride  are  half  the  battle.  John  Egerton  by 
himself  could  not  possibly  make  up  to  a 
woman  for  losing  Con,  poor,  darling,  ill- 
used  Con." 

Lesbia  had  not  a  great  opinion  of  Com- 
mander John  Egerton.  Weighed  in  the 
balance  of  her  vagrant,  romantic  fancy,  he 
was  found  wanting.  There  was  indeed 
nothing  romantic  about  him  ;  but  he  had 
been  a  man  strong  enough  to  win  and 
hold  the  heart  of  Mary  Blake  after  it  had 
recovered,  with  the  elasticity  of  youth,  from 
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its  cruel  early  wound.  She  was  happy  in 
her  married  life,  happy  in  her  two  children, 
Shane  and  Bride  ;  yet  deep  within  her  there 
rested  a  tender  memory  of  the  short  ill- 
starred  love-story  of  her  girlhood.  A  cord 
there  was  that  thrilled  still,  and  would 
ever  thrill  when  she  remembered  Con,  her 
cousin,  who  not  even  for  love  of  her  had 
been  able  to  stifle  his  wild  aspirations  for 
the  regeneration  of  his  unhappy  country. 
That  Ireland,  for  whom  so  many  of  her  sons 
have  sacrificed  themselves,  had  claimed  him, 
and  he  had  ardently  answered  to  her  call, 
and,  in  return  for  his  heart-whole  devotion, 
had  fallen  under  the  shadow  of  a  hideous 
crime. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

"  The  gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices 
Make  instruments  to  plague  us." 

It  soon  became  apparent  that  Barrington 
had  no  intention  of  burying  himself  in 
Ballymagillagh.  At  the  expiration  of  ten 
days  he  had  withdrawn  from  a  place  peopled 
for  him  with  the  ghosts  of  past  years,  leav- 
ing Countess  Helen  and  her  daughter  to 
become  acquainted  with  their  neighbours 
without  him. 

Castle  Blake  stood  grey  and  uncompro- 
mising within  sight  of  the  cottage  of  the  late 
Miss  Barrington ;  and  once  or  twice  during 
his  short  stay  he  had  looked  across  at  it 
indeterminately. 

Should  he,  or  should  he  not,  go  up  there 
and  test  his  reception  ?     What  had  Madam 
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Blake  grown  like  in  all  these  years  since  he 
had  last  laid  his  eyes  upon  her,  and  how, 
and  to  what  extent,  was  Mary  changed — 
Mary,  who  had  been  a  young  girl  when  he 
had  shaken  the  dust  of  his  native  viUage 
from  off  his  feet  ?  Close  friend  of  Con 
Blake's  as  he  had  been,  he  knew  that  he 
had  been  disliked  by  the  ladies  of  the  Blake 
family  as  well  as  by  its  murdered  head. 
How  prejudiced  they  were,  those  Blakes  !  It 
was  the  Saxon  in  them — strong  in  Maurice 
Blake,  doubly  strong  in  Mary,  and  pure  and 
undiluted  in  her  mother — that  made  them  so. 
Even  young  Tony,  mere  infant  as  he  was 
then,  had  had  a  tinge  of  it ;  but  Lesbia,  little 
Lesbia,  she  should  have  grown  into  a  sweet, 
true  Irish  colleen  by  now.  He  remembered 
her  as  a  gay  little  reactionary  against  the 
English  atmosphere  that  surrounded  her, 
ever  ready  with  her  smiles  and  kisses, 
quaint  and  charming  in  spite  of  her  little 
ugly  face,  passionate,  affectionate,  revengeful, 
all  in  one,  vivaciously  revolting  against  the 
strict  rule  of  life  in  Castle  Blake.     Lesbia, 
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he  felt,  should  hold  out  the  right  hand  of 
fellowship  to  him,  unless  she  had  greatly 
changed  from  the  days  when  she  had 
trotted  about  on  her  fat  little  legs,  with 
her  big  brother,  Con,  and  his  smiling,  good- 
natured  friend.  Lesbia  could,  surely,  never 
have  taken  kindly  to  the  cut-and-dried 
system  of  ethics  that  prevailed  in  her  home. 
She  at  least  must  be  Irish,  like  her  name. 
Of  this  he  felt  unaccountably  sure,  and  by 
means  of  Lesbia  he  would,  if  he  thouo^ht 
fit,  make  good  his  footing  once  more  in  the 
great  grey  stone  pile  opposite,  overlooking 
the  sea.  She  and  Desiree  should  make 
friends. 

He  smiled  inwardly  as  he  pictured  his 
dreamy  Desiree  and  her  violin,  taking  the 
warm-hearted,  emotional  Lesbia  Blake  by 
storm.  The  little  rebel  must  be  a  young 
woman  now,  but  she  was  probably  still  the 
same  impetuous  light-hearted  creature  he 
recollected  her  at  five  years  old,  full  of 
spirits,  saucy,  and  daring,  not  to  be  outdone 
by  Tony  in  any  childish  mischief,  and  fol- 
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lowing  at  the  heels  of  her  moody  elder 
brother,  with  a  child's  touching  confidence 
in,  and  devotion  to,  its  first  hero.  Barring- 
ton  held  strongly  by  the  theory  that  as  the 
child  is,  so  will  the  man  or  woman  be. 

How  she  had  fretted  after  Con  when  he 
left  the  country.  What  passionate  floods  of 
scalding  tears  had  she  not  shed — poor  little 
freckled,  red-haired  Lesbia,  whom  tears  did 
not  embellish.  And  how  long  it  had  been 
ere  time  had  healed  her  wounds,  and  from 
her  faithful  heart  the  image  of  her  idol  had 
begun  at  last  to  fade.  In  those  days,  at 
least,  he  (Barrington),  had  never  been  con- 
nected in  her  immature  mind  with  Con's 
misfortunes.  Would  he  be  so  now  ?  Would 
the  others  open  up  old  sores,  and  infect  her 
with  their  prejudices  ?  for  that  Mary,  at  all 
events,  had  been  violently  prejudiced  against 
him,  he  remembered  very  well.  Mary  it 
was  who  had  formulated  the  theory  of  his 
responsibility  for  her  cousin's  ruined  life. 
That  he  had  introduced  the  lad  to  those  asso- 
ciations that  had   exercised  so  unfortunate 
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an  influence  over  him  he  was  willing  to 
admit,  but  what  folly  to  hold  him  any- 
further  accountable  !  Constantine  Blake's 
own  unbalanced  and  rash  temperament  was 
responsible  for  his  subsequent  disasters. 
He  himself  had  been  absent  for  long  enough 
after  Con's  first  initiation,  in  Paris,  when 
he  had  fallen  in  with  the  Staroskis,  and 
had  had  his  own  affairs  to  attend  to,  besides 
the  work  the  circles  gave  him,  while  young 
Blake  was  plunging  deeper,  and  more  inex- 
tricably into  the  quicksands  of  Irish  politics. 
He  was  in  Ireland,  it  was  true,  at  the  time 
of  the  Ballymagillagh  tragedy,  and  had  been 
much  with  his  friend,  as  was  natural ;  but 
should  he  therefore  be  regarded  as  the 
suborner  of  Con's  will,  the  perverter  of 
his  moral  sense,  the  instigator  of  a  crime 
of  which,  with  flagrant  inconsistency,  the 
whole  family  proclaimed  their  disbelief  in 
the  young  man's  having  been  the  perpetrator  I 
Notwithstanding  these  reflections,  he 
realized  that  an  inconvenient  remnant  of 
ancient  prejudice  might  linger  yet  in  the 
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minds  of  the  Blakes.  It  was  even  possible 
to  conceive  of  their  holding  themselves  fatu- 
ously aloof  from  him,  and  he  acknowledged, 
should  it  be  so,  that  the  situation  would 
become  too  strained  for  him  to  derive  either 
profit  or  pleasure  from  living  under  their 
eyes ;  and  this  he  felt  to  be  hard.  Miss 
Bridget  Barrington's  house  was  comfortable, 
if  small,  and  for  many  reasons  it  would  suit 
him  to  make  it  a  home  for  Helen  and  her 
child  for  a  time. 

If  dull,  the  place  was  healthy,  and  he 
began  to  think  that  dulness  was  no  draw- 
back. 

Helen  had  marvellously  altered  of  late 
years.  She  who  had  of  yore  been  so  rest- 
lessly active,  whose  brain  and  heart  had 
been  so  full  of  vivid  life,  of  burning  zeal, 
had  grown  strangely  quiescent.  That  pas- 
sionate sympathy  with  her  fellows,  that 
religion  of  humanity  to  which  she  had  been 
vowed,  seemed  losing  its  hold  over  her. 
Barrington  regarded  her  with  a  mixture  of 
curiosity  and  contemptuous  interest.     Had 
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the  flame  spent  itself — the  fire  over- quick 
burnt  itself  out  ?  Bah  !  those  absurd  en- 
thusiasms all  the  world  knows  are  evanes- 
cent. A  woman  lives  at  the  mercy  of  her 
emotions  ;  what  firmness,  what  concentra- 
tion of  purpose  is  to  be  expected  from 
things  so  weak  ?  Who  would  have  thought 
that  so  fine  a  creature  as  Helen  Staroska 
would  sink  into  the  mere  mother  of  a 
young  girl,  as  yet  too  immature  for  it  to 
be  predicted  with  certainty  into  what  man- 
ner of  woman  she  would  develope  ?  Where 
were  the  burning  thoughts,  the  impassioned 
utterances  of  that  other  Helen  ?  Where 
the  changeful,  vibrating  voice,  that  had  been 
used  to  thrill  the  hearts  of  her  father's 
friends  in  former  days,  when  grey-haired 
patriots,  moved  by  the  kindling  face  of  the 
young  girl,  the  facile  fluency  of  her  speech, 
the  charm  of  her  natural  eloquence  and  deep 
conviction,  applauded  her  to  the  echo  ? 
There  had  been  men  there  who  would  have 
faced  death  willingly  in  its  worst  form  for 
Poland,  for  freedom,  lighted  by  the  glow- 
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ing  glances  of  Countess  Helen  Staroska  s 
eyes.  Would  they  recognize  that  brilliant 
enthusiast  in  her  present  tame  likeness  ? 
Barrington,  sneering,  told  himself,  no  ;  but 
in  this  he  was  wrong.  To  the  eyes  of  those 
capable  of  piercing  the  surface,  all  these 
energies,  all  these  noble,  if  misdirected,  en- 
thusiasms, were  dormant,  not  dead ;  and  the 
brave  men  who  had  been  the  friends  of  this 
woman's  youth,  would  have  known  how  to 
strike  fire  from  the  flint  again,  had  they 
come  in  contact  with  her.  The  religion  of 
humanity  still  claimed  its  votary.  Her 
heart  burned  yet  within  her  at  the  thought 
of  the  ranks  of  the  oppressed,  though  she 
herself  was  in  smooth  water  for  a  time, 
resting  content  in  her  devotion  to  the 
young,  fair  life  that  owed  itself  to  her. 
Deep  in  her  inner  consciousness  lay  the 
knowledge  that  these  halcyon  days  were 
transient.  Sooner  or  later,  the  cry  of  the 
people  would  once  more  sound  like  a  trumpet 
in  her  ears,  and  she  would  arise  and  cast  in 
her   lot    once    more  with    them ;    only    she 
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prayed  passionately,  that  ere  that  day  come, 
Desirde  might  be  safe  anchored  in  some 
quiet  haven,  where  the  rush  and  stress  of 
the  world's  strife  might  fall  but  faintly 
on  her  listening  spirit,  shielded  from  the 
battle  by  a  strong  man's  strength,  a  true 
man's  truth. 

This  wild  Irish  country  had  for  her  a 
soothing  charm.  The  grey  tumbling  sea, 
stretching,  away  westward,  vast,  eternal, 
ever  changing,  yet  ever  the  same,  the  daily 
grave  of  the  setting  sun,  entered  into  her 
soul.  The  wild  sad  landscape,  rolling  away 
inland,  behind  the  village  of  Ballymagillagh, 
quieted  her  nerves  by  its  very  desolation. 
Here  was  nature  untouched,  undisturbed  by 
the  meddling  hand  of  man  ;  for  the  village 
itself  lay  half  way  up  from  the  sea,  and 
disfigured  the  face  of  the  country  but  little. 
Castle  Blake  itself  seemed  to  have  grown 
naturally  out  of  the  headland  upon  which 
it  stood,  so  nearly  did  its  grey,  weather- 
stained  walls  match  in  colour  the  wave- 
washed  rocks  below,  against  which  the  long 
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Atlantic  rollers  beat  incessantly,  as  they  fell 
with  a  dull  thud  down  in  the  little  bay  it 
overlooked. 

Long  ago,  when  she  had  been  a  girl  in 
her  father's  house,  the  young  Irish  adven- 
turer, who  came  to  discuss  social  problems, 
and  worship  at  the  shrine  of  Countess 
Helen  Staroska's  fine  eyes,  had  talked  of 
this  very  scene  with  half-scornful,  half- 
afiectionate  regret.  Be  they  what  they 
will,  most  men  are  accessible  to  the  charm 
that  lies  in  early  association ;  and  Bar- 
rington  had  never  quite  lost  the  memory 
of  those  wet,  salt  winds  of  Ballymagillagh, 
that  were  like  the  breath  of  his  lost  youth 
to  him,  reminding  him  of  the  days  when 
he,  too,  had  experienced  some  faint  stirrings 
of  a  loftier  ambition  than  to  make  capital 
out  of  the  woes  and  weaknesses  of  his 
fellows.  The  cult  of  humanity  had  for  one 
fleeting  moment  almost  won  him,  too,  from 
that  other  cult  of  self-interest,  to  which  he 
had  afterwards  deliberately  given  himself 

Returning  after  the  lapse  of  years  to  the 
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spot  where  the  few  higher  aspirations  of  a 
spirit  not  much  given  to  aspire  had  visited 
it,  he  felt  dimly  the  change  in  himself,  or 
rather,  his  progress  in  egotism,  not  with 
regret,  but  rather  with  a  mild  wonder  that 
he  should  ever  have  looked  at  things  dif- 
ferently than  he  did  at  present.  That 
altruism,  that  abnegation  of  self,  upon  which 
the  whole  of  the  higher  spiritual  life  of  man 
may  be  said  to  hinge,  had  been  rejected 
by  him,  calmly  and  deliberately  rejected. 
Every  opportunity  that  had  ever  presented 
itself  of  suffering  for  others,  he  had  repulsed, 
preferring  rather  that  others  should  suffer 
for  him ;  and  to  himself  his  life  hitherto 
appeared  successful.  Of  personal  suffering 
he  had  known  but  little,  and  of  personal 
enjoyment  much.  He  had  extracted  from 
the  disinterestedness,  the  misdirected  dis- 
interestedness of  beings  in  every  way  his 
superiors,  inasmuch  as  they  had  known  how 
to  sacrifice  themselves  for  others,  means  to 
live  as  he  liked,  and  had  neither  been  afraid 
nor   ashamed   to   do   it.     He  was  entirely 
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undisturbed  by  any  moral  consciousness, 
but  he  was  sometimes  touched  with  a 
momentary  superstitious  thrill  of  fear  that 
a  Nemesis  should  in  the  end  somehow  over- 
take him — a  fear  that  his  admirable  phy- 
sical health  enabled  him  to  throw  oflf  at 
once  as  importunate  and  unnecessary.  He 
alone  knew  what  real  grounds  for  fear  he 
possessed,  if  the  woman  whose  life  was  so 
indissolubly  united  with  his,  through  the 
child,  of  which  they  were  the  joint  parents, 
be  excepted.  In  Countess  Helen's  know- 
ledge lay  at  once  his  safeguard  and  his 
greatest  danger.  His  safeguard,  because, 
for  Desiree's  sake,  she  would 'make  no  use 
of  it  against  him ;  his  danger,  because  if 
through  him  sorrow  and  suffering  came  to 
Desiree,  it  were  a  terrible  weapon  in  hands 
too  merciless,  too  passionate,  perchance,  then 
to  spare  him. 

Why  had  he  been  so  great  a  fool  as  not 
to  have  seen  to  it  that  all  the  absurd 
requirements  of  French  law  in  regard  to 
their  marriage  had  been  carried  out  in  their 

VOL.  I.  N 
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entirety  ?  Why  not  have  made  Countess 
Helen  Staroska,  whilst  he  was  about  it,  his 
wife,  beyond  possibility  of  doubt  or  ques- 
tion ?  He  had  carelessly  betrayed  a  woman 
who,  ignorant  and  loving,  had  trusted  him 
unreservedly.  Carelessly,  or  was  it  with 
the  latent  idea  of  obtaining  a  hold  over  a 
person  more  trusted  by  the  Circles  than 
himself  ? 

As  far  back  in  their  intercourse  as  the 
lifetime  of  Count  Staroski,  he  had  been 
vaguely  jealous  of  her  influence  as  com- 
pared with  his  own,  and  had  hankered 
to  strengthen  his  position,  even  at  her  ex- 
pense, if  no  other  way  were  feasible.  To 
strengthen  his  position — he  smiled  uneasily. 
What  advantage  had  his  disingenuous  course 
of  action  given  him  1  He  knew  enough, 
politically,  against  the  young  Polish  girl 
to  have  ensured  her  life -long  imprison- 
ment, were  he  to  give  her  up  to  the  police 
of  Europe,  or  possibly,  if  her  arrest  were  to 
be  effected  within  the  wide  limits  of  the 
Russian  empire,  her  death  itself;  and  to  do 
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this  would  be  to  expose  himself  to  the 
undying  hatred  of  the  brotherhoods,  to 
cause  himself  to  be  dogged  by  agents, 
terrible  and  unscrupulous,  who  would  shoot 
him  down  without  a  moment's  hesitation, 
or  stab  him  over  the  shoulder  from  behind 
in  some  crowded  street  in  Paris  or  London. 
That  was  all.  The  Staroskis  had  many 
friends.  Their  name  in  poverty  and  exile 
was  a  power  amongst  the  most  reckless  and 
dangerous  of  the  sections.  She  held  him 
at  a  terrible  disadvantage.  If,  on  her  side, 
she  were  to  give  him  up,  she  could  doubt- 
less justify  herself  with  the  Circles.  She 
had  ample  means  of  justification  in  her 
power.  He  paled  a  Iktle  before  the  thought 
of  how  ample  they  might  consider  it. 

Here,  in  Ireland,  for  instance,  he  knew 
that  he  might  be  arrested  if  an  enemy  were 
to  reveal  certain  past  passages  in  his  life  ; 
and  of  many  of  these  passages  Countess 
Helen  Staroska  was  perfectly  cognizant,  or, 
so  his  fears  told  him,  could  easily  make  her- 
self so.     Were  she,  as  she  had  once  indu- 
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bitably  believed  herself  to  be,  his  wife,  her 
evidence  here,  at  least,  would  be  inadmis- 
sible against  him  in  the  courts  of  justice. 

As  things  were He  stopped,  preferring 

not  to  prolong  his  reflections  further.  His 
countenance  darkened,  and  he  suppressed 
an  oath  with  difficulty.  After  all,  why 
should  he  remain  ?  The  dulness  of  Bally- 
magillagh  fatigued  him.  He  had  no  desire 
to  continue  his  sojourn  there  at  present. 
He  feared  there  was  but  little  scope  for  his 
talents  just  now  in  Ireland.  He  went  about 
and  saw  some  dozen  or  so  of  men,  who,  like 
himself,  were  affiliated  to  the  Nationalist 
societies,  and  then  disappeared  from  the 
place,  bound,  it  was  supposed,  for  London. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

"  The  past  is  in  its  grave, 
Tho'  its  ghost  haunts  us." 

It  was  impossible  in  a  small  village  like 
Ballymagillagh  that  any  length  of  time 
should  elapse  before  the  family  at  Castle 
Blake  and  the  new  comers  came  in  contact. 

Mrs.  Blake  and  Mrs.  Bgerton,  returning 
one  day  from  an  errand  of  charity  to  an 
outlying  cabin  across  the  bog,  perceived 
from  the  elevation  of  their  car  the  graceful 
figures  of  Countess  Helen  and  her  daughter, 
sharply  outlined  against  the  soft  grey  of 
the  sky  as  they  stood  irresolute  apparently 
which  way  to  take. 

It  was  no-w  late  autumn,  and  the  early 
twilight  was  coming  on  apace. 

"  Look,  Molly,  those  must  be  the  foreign 
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ladies,"  said  Mrs.  Blake,  peering  forwards 
into  the  misty  distance.  "  Michael  Bar- 
rington  married  a  Frenchwoman,  did  not 
he?" 

Mrs.  Egerton  followed  the  direction  her 
mother's  eyes  had  taken. 

''A  Pole,"  she  corrected,  with  a  mirth- 
less sort  of  smile.  "Do  not  you  recollect 
poor  Con's  rhapsodies  about  the  beautiful 
young  Polish  girl  he  found  when  he  went 
to  see  Mr.  Barrington  in  Paris  ?  An  exile, 
of  course ;  but  a  lady,  a  woman  of  rank, 
I  believe,  belonging  to  the  old  Polish 
nobility." 

"All  Poles  are  refugees,  and  all  are  noble, 
according  to  their  own  account,  my  dear," 
Madam  Blake  said  carelessly,  sharing  to 
the  full  the  average  Briton's  distrust  of 
foreigners.  "She  walks  like  a  pretty 
woman  still,"  she  continued  critically,  as 
they  approached  nearer  to  the  two  belated 
figures  ahead  of  them. 

"  How  can  you  see  that,  mother ;  and  in 
this  light,  too?" 
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"It  is  the  gait  and  carriage  of  a  pretty 
woman,  Molly.  When  you  come  to  my  age 
you  will  recognize  it  too ;  that  is," — with  a 
half-sigh, — ''  if  you  ever  mix  with  the  world 
outside  Ballymagillagh.  There  is  a  way 
of  carrying  the  head  a  woman  gets  who  has 
been  often  told  she  is  beautiful  which,  once 
acquired,  is  never  quite  lost.  The  girl  has 
not  got  it." 

"Yet  she  may  be  the  handsomer  of  the 
two,  if  Tony  can  be  trusted  to  discriminate.'' 

"  That  is  quite  possible ;  but  she  is  not 
yet  conscious  of  it.  It  is  not  the  mere  pos- 
session of  beauty  that  gives  that  kind  of 
distinctive  carriage  to  a  woman ;  it  is  the 
recognition  of  it  by  herself  and  others." 

The  eyes  of  Madam  Blake  were  still  quick 
to  observe  many  things  passed  by  unnoticed 
by  Mary  Egerton.  The  elder  woman  in  her 
youth  had  for  a  short  time  lived  in  the  great 
world,  and  had  not  forgotten  some  of  the 
lessons  she  had  learned  then.  The  younger 
had  never  enjoyed  this  advantage,  if  it  be 
one. 
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They  drove  on  in  silence  for  some  little 
distance — a  silence  wliich  Mrs.  Blake  broke 
first,  with  some  vivacity  of  manner. 

"  Those  two  ought  not  to  be  walking  here 
alone  at  this  hour,  entire  strangers  to  the 
country  as  they  are.  It  will  soon  be  dark, 
and  they  will  get  bogged  to  a  certainty, 
unless  they  know  their  way  much  better 
than  they  are  at  all  likely  to  do." 

Mary  Egerton  looked  disturbed.  *' Per- 
haps, after  all "  she  began  gently,  and 

stopped. 

"  Yes  ? "  said  the  elder  woman  interro- 
gatively. 

The  eyes  of  the  younger  wandered  slowly 
over  the  darkening  landscape,  and  rested 
dreamily  upon  the  warm  western  horizon, 
beneath  the  line  of  which  the  sun  had  gone 
down  some  time.  "  I  was  thinking,"  she 
went  on  softly,  "  that  perhaps,  after  all,  it 
might  be  better  to  make  the  acquaintance 
of  Mrs.  Barrington  and  her  daughter,  easily 
and  naturally,  before  Tony  or  circumstances 
force   it   upon   us.     After  all,  they  cannot 
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be  held  responsible  for  Mike  Barrington's 
treacheries." 

"  Even  if  they  have  been  as  great  as  you 
suppose,  Mary,"  said  Madam  Blake  gravely ; 
"and  my  judgment,  as  you  know,  never 
carried  me  as  far  as  yours.  Poor  Con- 
stantine  !  He  had  will  enough  of  his  own 
to  plunge  him  into  those  miserable  en- 
tanglements that  have  been  the  bane  of  his 
life  and  the  cause  of  so  much  sorrow  to  us, 
without  its  being  necessary,  God  knows,  to 
invent  a  theory  of  his  having  been  per- 
verted by  one  stronger  and  more  crafty 
than  himself." 

Mary  Egerton  turned  round  quickly,  a 
look  of  pain  in  her  steady  eyes.  "  Mother," 
she  cried  under  her  breath,  "you  were 
always  hard  upon  Con." 

"  And  you,  Molly,  were  not  hard  enough," 
gently.  "You  let  him  steal  your  heart, 
and  I  cannot  forget  that  he  went  near  to 
breaking  it.  .  I  bear  Constantino  Blake  no 
malice — nevertheless,  I  remember — I  cannot 
but   remember — for   how  lono[   a   time  his 
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wild  ways  and  moody  fancies  embittered 
my  married  life,  and  cast  a  shadow  over 
your  own  youth.  You  do  not  recollect. 
You  were  too  young  and  heedless  to  realize 
the  misery  of  having  a  person  under  one's 
roof  who  was  always  antagonistic,  for  ever 
in  opposition,  and  with  whom  your  father 
could  never  get  on." 

"Was  that  altogether  Con's  fault?"— 
hastily. 

"No,  I  cannot  say  that  it  was,  alto- 
gether ;  but,  Mary,  the  question  does  not 
come  well  from  you.  Your  father  was 
imperious,  and  it  might  have  been  unreason- 
able, sometimes ;  but  he  had  a  kind  heart, 
and  it  was  not  for  his  nephew,  living  in  his 
house  and  treated  by  him  as  his  heir,  to 
run  counter  to  his  opinions  in  every  way. 
Poor  boy  I  he  was  punished  for  it  in  the 
wretched  suspicions  that  fell  on  him  with 
respect  to  your  father's  death." 

"  Yes,"  assented  Mary  in  a  low  voice,  and 
this  time  without  looking  round.  Then  she 
burst  forth,  passionately  for  her,  "  What  a 
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country  this  is  to  live  in,  where  no  one  can 
trust  his  nearest  kin  !  You,  mother,  have 
spent  your  best  years  here  on  the  Blake 
estates,  and  your  time,  your  money,  and 
your  thoughts  for  the  welfare  of  the  people  ; 
and  yet  the  very  servants  who  attend  you, 
in  their  hearts  regard  you  as  an  alien,  and 
the  tenants  grudge  every  shilling  they  pay-^ 
or  do  not  pay,  and  would  look  on  uncon- 
cerned, I  suppose,  at  your  assassination. 
Did  not  you  notice  that  wretched  creature 
we  left  but  now,  spit  on  the  coin  you  gave 
him  when  he  thought  that  he  could  do  so 
unobserved  ?  Why,  if  not  because  he  chose 
to  consider  it  English  money,  given  him  by 
the  accursed  English  hand  ? " 

"  Well,  well,  Molly,  it  is  very  little  Irish 
money  I  see,"  said  Mrs.  Blake,  good-humour- 
edly,  "  and  it  is  a  good  thing  for  Bally- 
magillagh  my  own  fortune  is  invested  in 
English  securities.  But  what  you  say  about 
Dennis  Brady  is  disagreeable.  It  looks  as 
if  there  were  mischief  brewing  too  close  to 
us  to  be  pleasant." 
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"  Why  remain  here,  mother  ?  Why  try 
to  benefit,  against  their  will,  a  people  who 
take  your  charities,  and  curse  you  in  their 
hearts — who  will  soon  curse  you  aloud  ?  " 

"  Because  " — firmly — "  when  I  married 
Maurice  Blake  I  accepted  his  responsibilities 
towards  the  people  on  his  land.  Your 
father,  Mary,  was  a  man  of  high  principle, 
just,  honourable  to  the  heart's  core ;  and 
I  will  not  desert  the  place  for  which  he 
lived  and  laboured,  and  where  his  bones  lie 
bleaching.  He  was  cruelly  misunderstood, 
foully  murdered,  but  he  would  have  been 
the  last  to  counsel  a  policy  of  revenge,  and 
his  dearest  wish  would  have  been  that  we 
should  stand  by  Ballymagillagh  to  the  last." 

"  Yet  there  were  none  to  mourn  him,  but 
you  and  I,  mother,  when  he  fell,  shot  from 
behind  a  hedge.  And  the  whole  population 
banded  together  to  screen  the  murderer." 

"  It  was  just  that  that  was  hardest  on  us 
all,  Constantine  included." 

Mrs.  Egerton  shivered  slightly.  "  Of 
course,"  she  said  mechanically. 
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They  were  now  very  near  overtaking  the 
walkinoj  fiorures  on  ahead  of  them. 

Mrs.  Blake  took  her  resolution.  Laying 
one  hand  upon  the  arm  of  her  daughter,  she 
motioned  her  to  stop,  as  the  car  came  up 
with  the  foreigners. 

"  I  fear,"  she  said  in  her  clear  courteous 
tones,  leaning  forward  a  little,  ''that  it  is 
unwise  of  you  to  be  walking  here  alone,  till 
you  know  the  country  a  little  better.  It  is 
so  easy  for  a  stranger  to  get  bogged." 

"  You  are  very  good,  madame,"  Helen 
answered  in  some  surprise.  ''  I  was  not 
aware  there  was  any  danger." 

Mrs.  Blake  could  but  indistinctly  discern 
her  features  in  the  fading  light,  but  what 
little  she  did  see  justified  to  her  mind  her 
preconceived  opinion  of  the  woman  they  had 
been  following  across  the  waste.  Something 
in  the  dark  eyes  of  the  stranger,  of  mingled 
pride  and  patience,  won  upon  her  insensibly. 

"  I  believe  I  am  speaking  to  Mrs.  Bar- 
rington,"  she  went  on  with  increased 
cordiality  of  tone. 
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An  involuntary  movement  on  the  part  of 
the  person  thus  addressed  made  her  pause 
suddenly. 

"  To  Countess  Helen  Staroska,  madame," 
was  the  grave  answer.  "  I  have  continued 
to  bear  my  maiden  name." 

Mrs.  Blake  bowed  assentingly.  "  Ah," 
she  said,  "  pardon  me.  I  did  not  know  it 
was  a  custom  amongst  your  countrywomen. 
It  is  many  years  ago  now  that  the  news 
came  to  us  of  Michael  Barrington's  marriage 
with  a  young  Polish  lady  in  Paris.  Forgive 
me  for  not  having  sought  you  out  sooner, 
and  do  me  the  favour  of  letting  me  drive 
you  home  now.  My  daughter,  Mrs.  Egerton, 
madame,"  indicating  Mary ;  "  and  this  no 
doubt  is  Miss  Barrington  ?  " 

"  Madame  is  right,  it  is  my  daughter," 
in  the  same  grave,  passionless  voice  with 
which  she  had  before  spoken.  "  Make  thy 
reverence,  Desiree,  to  these  ladies,  who  are 
amiable  enough  to  oflfer  us  seats  in  their 
carriage.  We  accept  the  goodness  of — 
Madame  Blake,  is  it  not  ? — with  pleasure." 


POMEGRANATE   SEED.  191 

Thus  the  ice  was  broken,  and  Castle 
Blake  committed  to  an  acquaintance  with 
the  strangely  assorted  little  family  at  the 
cottage,  and  Tony  would  know,  through  the 
medium  of  a  proper  and  formal  introduction, 
his  little  Lady  of  the  Fiddle  ;  and  Lesbia — 
gay,  heedless  Lesbia,  with  the  fire  of  the 
Celtic  temperament  running  through  and 
through  her,  passionate,  impetuous,  thriftless, 
generous,  and  inconsequent — was  free  to 
throw  herself  into  the  arms  of  the  new- 
comers. 

To  her  mercurial  mind,  these  strangers 
came  as  a  god-send  to  relieve  the  stagnation 
of  Ballymagillagh,  a  stagnation,  after  all, 
more  superficial  than  real,  for  under  the 
surface  of  its  ostensible  calm,  lurked  the 
eternal  elements  of  fermentations,  little 
suspected  by  optimists  like  the  young  Blake 
twins,  who,  happy  themselves,  were  slow  to 
guess  the  sullen,  bitter  hatred  of  the  English 
rule,  that  day  by  day  was  growing  and 
intensifying  in  the  heart  of  Ireland. 

There  were  no  Protestants  in  the  villaire 
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except  the  Blakes  themselves,  who  drove 
on  Sundays  seven  miles  to  the  nearest  town 
to  church.  Under  which  banner,  Catholic 
or  Protestant,  the  foreign  family  would 
range  themselves  was,  at  first,  a  matter  of 
interested  conjecture,  but  in  a  short  time  it 
became  apparent  neither  camp  was  to  claim 
them.  Neither  Countess  Helen  nor  her 
daughter,  Ziski  nor  old  Anna  Petrovna, 
went  to  either  place  of  worship,  though 
from  the  fact  of  Father  O'Hagan,  the  Koman 
Catholic  priest,  being  seen  now  and  then  to 
go  up  to  the  cottage,  it  was  at  first  imagined 
that  they  were  of  his  flock.  Nor  did  they 
go  even  to  the  little  half-ruined  chapel 
across  the  bay,  where  an  ascetic  hermit,  a 
religious  enthusiast  of  the  Roman  com- 
munion, lived  alone  and  ministered  at  the 
forsaken  shrine. 

It  is  hard  to  say  what  course  would  have 
really  disarmed  suspicion  in  a  population  so 
prone  to  prejudice,  but  it  may  safely  be 
predicted  that  had  the  present  representa- 
tives of  old  Miss  Bridget  Barrington  fol- 
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lowed  in  the  ancient  ways  of  the  family, 
and  gone  regularly  to  confession  and  mass, 
they  would  not  have  been  looked  askance  at, 
to  the  extent  they  now  were,  by  an  ignorant 
and  superstitiously  devout  peasantry. 

Ziski  and  Anna  Petrovna,  indeed,  were  to 
the  full  as  devout  as  their  new  neighbours, 
and,  in  their  own  opinion,  so  infinitely  more 
orthodox,  that  there  was  no  room  at  all  for 
doubt  as  to  the  question  of  frequenting  or 
abstaining  from  Father  O'Hagan's  minis- 
trations. They  were  of  the  Greek  Church, 
and  between  the  Greek  and  Eoman  com- 
munions an  inveterate  enmity  prevails,  and 
has  done  so,  as  all  the  world  knows,  since 
the  invention  of  Nicene  Creed,  and  the  arro- 
gant assumption  of  authority  on  the  part 
of  the  Bishop  of  Eome,  created  the  chasm 
centuries  ago. 

To  the  zeal  of  Father  O'Hagan,  Countess 
Helen  Staroska  offered  a  passive  and  patient 
resistance. 

"  I  have  but  one  religion,  my  father,  that 
of  humanity,"  she  said  gently,    looking  at 

VOL.  I.  0 


194  POMEGRANATE   SEED. 

him  with  those  wonderful  eyes  that  had 
seen  so  much,  and  yet  had  more  to  see, 
of  the  immeasureable  capability  of  mankind 
to  suffer. 

The  elderly  priest  saw  her  beyond  his 
controversial  skill  to  convince.  He  knew 
his  own  shortcomings,  none  better,  for  he 
was  both  a  worthy  and  a  modest  man. 

"  I  will  pray  for  you,  my  daughter,"  he 
said  gravely.  "  Your  conversion  I  must 
leave  to  abler  hands,  for  God  forbid  that  my 
weakness  in  argument  should  do  the  Church 
an  injury  with  you  ;  yet  believe  me,  I  grieve 
to  see  a  soul  like  yours  in  peril;  and  not 
only  yours,  but  that  of  your  daughter  also." 

All  the  mother  rose  up  in  passionate  pro- 
test in  her  at  this.  "  No  !  "  she  cried,  with 
sudden  fire.  "  No,  I  will  not  believe  it  ! 
The  soul  of  the  child  cannot  be  endangered 
by  her  involuntary  innocent  ignorance.  It 
were  to  doubt  that  higher  law  of  right  and 
justice  for  right's  own  sake,  that  is  as  the 
little  leaven  working  in  the  great  mass  of 
evil,  that  preserves  this  life  from  putrefac- 


POMEGRANATE   SEED.  195 

tion — I  say  it  were  to  doubt  this,  if  her 
young  soul  were  to  be  in  danger  of  condem- 
nation/' 

"Ah!"  said  the  old  priest,  solemnly,  "you 
withhold  from  your  child  the  very  bread 
of  life,  in  hindering  her  from  making  her 
communion  with  the  devout  children  of  the 
Church,  and  reaping  with  them  the  blessings 
of  confession  and  absolution." 

"So  be  it,  then ;  the  responsibility  is 
mine.  I  assume  it,  I  am  willing  to  abide 
by  it." 

"  What  if  I  were  to  disregard  your  pro- 
hibition, as  it  is  doubtless  within  my  right 
to  do,  and  win  the  young  girl's  docile  spirit 
to  the  true  fold,  in  spite  of  you,  her  loving 
mother  ?  " 

A  pale,  bitter  smile  curved  Helen  Sta- 
roska's  lips.  "  Try,"  she  murmured,  with 
proud  calmness.  "  Her  mother,  her  erring 
mother  is  paramount  with  Desirdc.  My 
people  will  be  her  people,  my  gods  her 
gods.  The  heart  of  my  daughter  is  ab- 
solutely mine.      She    knows  that    I   would 
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turn  back  from  the  open  gates  of  Paradise 
itself  were  she  not  within.  There  conld  be 
no  heaven  for  me  where  she  w^as  not,  nor 
for  her  without  me.  We  at  all  events  are 
entirely  loyal  to  one  another." 

Father  O'Hagan  forbore  to  press  the 
subject  further.  He  knew  his  metier,  and 
the  conversion  of  this  interesting  group  of 
heretics  was  not  in  it.  He  continued  to 
come  to  the  cottage  from  time  to  time,  and 
certain  portions  of  his  conversation  were 
transmitted  in  a  cipher  of  Barrington's  ow^n 
devising  to  this  active-minded  person,  who 
was  capable  of  so  much  energy  in  the  cause 
of  his  own  sacred  interests. 

By  degrees,  Irish  politics  unrolled  them- 
selves a  little  before  the  listless  eyes  of  the 
strange,  self-concentrated  woman,  to  whom 
they  seemed  but  puerile  work,  flimsy  griev- 
ances to  revolt  against,  as  compared  with 
the  pangs  suff'ered  by  a  weeping  Poland,  a 
groaning  Eussia,  or  a  despotically  ruled, 
suff'ocating  Germany.  For  Germany  was 
sufi'ocating  under  the  iron  heel  of  the  iron 
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Chancellor,  and  the  terrible  old  Kaisar.  In 
the  streets  of  Berlin  socialism  walked  as 
rampant  as  in  the  streets  of  St.  Petersburg, 
or  behind  the  barricades  of  Paris.  She 
would  be  ready  to  cast  in  her  lot  with 
Ireland,  when  the  cry  of  Ireland's  wrongs 
should  go  up  to  heaven,  as  Poland's  had  done, 
in  the  dying  gasps  of  her  best  and  noblest, 
done  to  death  and  exile  by  the  Czars ;  but  as 
yet  the  cry  sounded  faint  and  far  off  in  her 
ears.  The  sickening  odour  of  blood  did  not 
fill  her  quivering  nostrils  as  in  the  days  of 
Poland's  death-throes.  The  via  dolorosa 
along  which  so  many  had  passed,  and  were 
still  for  ever  passing,  in  a  horrilDle  procession 
of  despair,  to  the  white  wastes  of  Siberia, 
no  longer  stretched  in  a  long  panorama  of 
woe,  before  the  averted  eyes  of  her  shudder- 
iag  imagination.  Her  heart  had  rest  for 
awhile  from  those  bitter  pangs  of  agonized 
anger  and  pity,  that  had  so  often  rent  it. 
Under  the  rule  of  Madam  Blake,  in  Bally - 
magillagh,  was  no  wanton  oppression,  hardly 
any  actual  destitution.     The  peasantry  were 
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poor  and  improvident,  their  cabins  often 
miserable  hovels.  Comfort  and  decency,  as 
understood  in  a  model  English  village,  did 
not  exist ;  but  of  absolute  starvation,  of  the 
grinding  pinch  of  sheer,  unrelenting  poverty, 
that  knows  no  hope  nor  alleviation,  they 
were,  thanks  to  the  widow  of  Maurice 
Blake,  and  her  English  fortune,  ignorant. 

In  time  of  trouble  and  sickness,  the  open- 
handed,  large-brained  Englishwoman  was 
ever  ready  with  aid  and  counsel.  Counsel, 
alas  !  based  on  common  sense  and  sanitary 
laws,  and  therefore  revolting  to  the  national 
character ;  and  few  amongst  the  recipients 
of  her  bounty  ever  forgot  or  forgave  the 
Saxon  blood  that  ran  in  the  veins  of  the 
"  Misthriss  "  up  at  the  big  house. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

"  Why  let  the  stricken  hart  go  weep, 
The  hart  iin  galled  play  ? 
For  some  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep; 
So  runs  the  world  away." 

"  Lesbia." 

"Well?" 

"  Don't  you — don't  you  think  it  a  jolly 
day  for  a  sail  ? " 

It  is  Tony  who  speaks,  with  a  sort  of 
deprecating  earnestness,  and  who  awaits 
with  ill- concealed  anxiety  his  sister's  reply. 

"  A  sail ! "  she  cries,  opening  wide  eyes 
of  wonder.  "  A  sail,  did  you  say  ?  Have 
you  looked  at  the  glass  this  morning,  or 
discerned  the  face  of  the  sky ;  or,  in  fact, 
given  your  mind  to  the  weather  at  all  ? " 

Tony  blushes,  actually  blushes,   all  over 
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the   amount   of  fair,    tanned    and   freckled 
skin  his  clothes  leave  visible. 

"  Don't  you  know,"  pursues  Lesbia  unre- 
lentingly, *'  that  an  American  storm  is 
bespoke  for  to-day?  and  can't  you  see  out 
there,"  waving  an  airy  hand  seawards,  "  that 
there  is  dirty  weather  brewing  ?  " 

'^  How  you  talk  !  The  sun  is  shining  this 
morning ;  as  if  I  couldn't  guess  what  the 
weather  will  be  as  well  as  you  or  any 
Yankee  of  them  all !  " 

"  You  might," — witheringly — *^  only  you 
don't.  The  fact  is,  Tony,  Desir^e  Bar- 
rington  perverts  your  judgment,"  nodding 
sagaciously  to  point  her  remarks. 

"  What  has  Desiree  to  do  with  it  ? "  cries 
the  lad,  with  a  little  heat.  And  even  as 
he  says  it,  a  tender,  dreamy  softness  creeps 
into  his  face. 

Lesbia  is  right.  When,  indeed,  do  Lesbia's 
bright  wits  mislead  her  ?  It  is  for  the  sake 
of  securing  three,  four,  five — who  knows 
how  many — happy  hours  of  Desir^e's  com^ 
pany  that  he  wants  to  go  sailing  to-day. 
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Lesbia  on  these  occasions  is  a  delightful 
make-weight  in  the  little  craft  that  bears 
her  name.  She  is  so  active-minded  and 
inquisitive  about  the  intricacies  of  naviga- 
tion that  her  presence  is  not  any  restraint. 
Her  whole  soul  is  set  on  the  sailing  of  the 
boat,  and  all  the  attention  she  can  spare 
from  this  engrossing  pursuit  is  lavished  on 
the  young  boy  who  shares  her  labours. 
Only  in  moments  of  great  emergency,  on 
the  days  when  she  is  skipper,  will  she  suffer 
Tony  to  interfere,  or  afford  her  the  help  of 
his  masculine  strength. 

But  Lesbia,  though  adroit  and  courageous, 
is  by  no  means  foolhardy,  and  has  no  inten- 
tion of  trusting  herself  to  the  sea  to-day. 
Her  more  highly  strung  nerves  perceive 
already  the  gathering  electricity  in  the  air, 
her  quicker  ear  catches  the  still  distant 
sough  of  the  wind  on  the  sea,  and  her 
keener  intellifrence  takes  note  of  a  hundred 
small  indications  of  impending  "  dirty 
weather  "  that  have  escaped  Tony's  observa- 
tion.    She    is   sorry  for    her    twin-brother, 
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whose  transparent  desire  she  has  penetrated 
and  frustrated,  and  benevolently  sets  herself 
to  concert  another  plan  whereby  the  end 
to  be  gained,  viz.  a  virtual  tete-d-tete 
between  him  and  Desirde,  may  be  achieved. 

"Let  us  go  and  ask  her  to  come  and 
hunt  for  pebbles  on  the  beach,"  she  says 
amiably. 

This  is  a  seductive  occupation  that  never 
palls  on  Lesbia.  She  has  potato-stones, 
with  perfect  grottoes  of  spar  in  their  in- 
sides,  ranged  on  the  shelves  she  puts  up 
everywhere  in  her  own  room ;  and  agates 
by  the  dozen,  polished  by  an  aged  protege 
of  hers  in  the  village,  and  bits  of  cornelian, 
and  heaven  knows  what  else,  crowd  her 
room  ;  and  yet  she  is  never  tired  of  groping 
among  the  pebbles  in  a  certain  little  quiet 
cove  about  a  mile  away. 

It  is  the  month  of  February  now,  and  the 
air  is  soft  and  mild  as  September's.  A  little 
wet,  whistling  wind  flies  aloft — a  wind  that 
threatens  to  develop,  ere  long,  into  a  gale. 
Down  in  the   sheltered    cove   they   hardly 
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feel  it,  though  overhead  the  great  leaden 
clouds  are  flying  like  fugitives  from  the 
distance  to  cover  up  the  great  smiling  sun 
and  the  bright  blue  of  the  sky.  The  look- 
out westward  is  already  a  sad  solitude  of 
grey,  misty  sea,  heaving  and  tumbling 
with  a  restlessness  as  of  a  troubled  human 
life ;  but  the  melancholy  of  the  wild  scene, 
the  mysterious  trouble  of  the  sea,  touch 
neither  of  the  young  creatures,  who,  absorbed 
in  themselves  and  one  another,  give  no 
heed  to  it. 

Tony  Blake  is  by  this  time  over  head 
and  ears  in  love  with  the  little  exotic  flow^er 
chance  has  blown  to  Ballymagillah ;  and 
Desirde  has  begun  to  find  a  gentle  charm 
in  Tony's  society — a  charm  that  as  yet  has 
no  name,  but  which  is  unconsciously  stealing 
over  her ;  while  Lesbia,  blyth  and  gay  as  one 
of  the  white  sea-gulls  wheeling  and  whirling 
6n  the  wing  above  her  curly  head,  lives 
altogether  fancy  free.  The  winds  and  the 
waves,  and  Tony  and  Castle  Blake,  and  a 
thousand  beautiful  young  dreams  and  aspi- 
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rations  fill  her  ardent  and  poetic  imagina- 
tion. Lesbia  already  lives  two  lives — one 
active,  full  of  movement  and  cheerfulness 
and  healthy,  open-air  interests  shared  with 
her  twin ;  and  another  and  inward  life  she 
is  shy  of  showing,  even  to  him — vivid, 
fanciful,  full  of  a  generous  longing  after 
all  that  is  noble  and  heroic  ;  for  Lesbia's 
heart  is  Irish  to  the  last  drop  of  its  blood ; 
her  imagination,  quick  and  strong,  with  all 
the  ill-regulated  fire  of  the  Celtic  tempera- 
ment, is  romantic,  and  apt  to  be  touched  by 
tender  thoughts. 

She  lives,  unknown  to  Tony  even,  in  a 
world  of  chimeras — an  idealized,  visionary 
world,  where  fact  and  fancy  mingle  inex- 
tricably. To  Lesbia  the  superstitions  of  the 
peasantry  have  a  reality,  an  actual,  living 
reality.  This,  to  the  more  matter-of-fact 
Tony,  would  be  incomprehensible,  so,  half- 
unconsciously,  she  keeps  this  side  of  her  in 
the  background,  and  its  existence  is  at  best 
but  vaguely  suspected.  Something  must 
always   be   doing   in   Lesbia   Blake,   mind, 
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body,  or  soul,  and  therein  lies  her  charm — 
a  charm  independent  of  beauty,  which  she 
possesses  not,  and  for  that  very  reason  more 
penetrating,  more  lasting.  It  is  felt  by  the 
people  universally.  It  is  not  too  much  to 
say,  that  of  the  Blake  family,  as  now  con- 
stituted, Lesbia  is  the  only  member  who 
is  regarded  with  real  affection  by  the  pea- 
santry, or  forgiven  for  her  mixed  Saxon 
extraction. 

"  Miss  Lesbia,"  they  cried,  "  is  rale  Irish, 
the  saints  purtect  her  !  It's  little  of  the  black 
English  blood  that  runs  in  her  veins."  And 
nods,  more  or  less  mysterious,  generally 
accompanied  the  assertion. 

"  She's  a  thrue  Irish  colleen,"  said  the 
old  crones,  "  and  throve,  like  the  darlin'  she 
is,  on  Norah  ConoUy's  milk  when  the  whisht 
lady  mother  of  her  died,  and  they  gave  her 
to  Norah  to  suckle,  poor  little  craythur  ! " 

"  Twin  with  Masther  Tony,  is  she  ?  Ah  ! 
thin  it's  you  that  ought  to  be  the  wan  to 
know,  Norah,  asthore ! "  they  say  darkly 
to  Lesbia's  foster-mother,  a  fine,  handsome 
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woman  still,  with  a  skin  as  white  as  milk, 
and  the  dark  blue-grey  eyes  and  curling 
black  lashes  of  the  best  Irish  type  of  beauty. 

'^An'  would  ye  be  afther  doubtin^  it? 
Shame  on  yes,  thin,  to  be  castin'  my 
throuble  up  at  me  afther  all  thim  years," 
said  the  nurse  wearily. 

Norah  was  no  virago.  She  was  but  a 
soft-hearted  creature,  and  there  was  only  a 
keen  reproach  in  her  voice  and  a  glimmer 
of  tears  in  her  eyes  as  she  turned  away. 

"  Well,  but  honey,"  the  old  women 
insinuate,  "  shure  there's  no  wan  as  'ud 
think  the  worse  of  ye  if  ye'd  changed  the 
little  crathures  in  the  cradle — and  wan  as 
much  a  Blake  as  the  other,  if  all  tales  is 
thrue," — in  a  lower  tone. 

And  they  looked  askance  at  Norah, 
moving  about  with  a  slightly  preoccupied 
air. 

This  in  great  measure  was  the  reason  of 
Lesbia's  popularity.  This  wild,  ill-grounded 
notion  that  the  people  had  got  into  their 
heads,    of    not    believing   her   to    be    the 
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daughter  of  Captain  Blake's  delicate  Creole 
wife  at  all. 

At  the  time  of  the  lying-in  of  the  poor 
young  thing  in  her  brother-in-law's  house, 
whither  she  had  come  a  grief-stricken  widow, 
after  her  husband's  death  in  the  tropics, 
Norah  ConoUy,  the  orphan  girl  whom 
Madam  Blake's  bounty  had  reared — poor, 
pretty  Norah,  to  the  scandal  of  the  house- 
hold, was  suddenly  and  prematurely  brought 
to  bed  of  a  girl. 

So  close  a  secret  had  she  succeeded  in 
keeping  her  condition,  and  so  little  had  it 
been  suspected,  that  no  one  in  the  con- 
fusion of  the  moment  had  'been  able  to 
guess  her  lover ;  and  in  spite  of  threats 
and  persuasions  on  this  point,  the  girl 
maintained  an  obstinate  silence.  The  state 
of  the  lady  was  so  critical,  that  the  affairs 
of  the  maid  received  less  attention  than  at 
another  time  would  have  been  the  case  ; 
and  the  mistress  of  the  house,  naturally 
taken  up  with  the  alarming  condition  of 
her  sister-in-law  as  she  was,  had  sufficient 
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hunianity  to  strictly  interdict  the  unfortu- 
nate Norah  from  being  tormented  with 
questions. 

The  delicate  young  mother  of  the  twins 
died,  as  from  the  first  it  had  been  feared  she 
would ;  and  Tony,  the  boy  twin,  a  healthy, 
thriving  infant,  gave  as  little  trouble  to 
any  one  as  a  baby  could  ;  but  his  smaller 
and  more  weakly  sister  seemed  to  have  no 
heart  to  enter  upon  life's  troubled  stage. 

The  girl  twin's  feeble  existence  fluttered 
uncertainly  in  the  little  meagre  body.  If 
life  were  to  be  kept  in  Lesbia,  it  was  evident 
something  must  at  once  be  done  towards 
supplying  the  place  of  the  mother  whose 
death  had  deprived  her  of  her  natural 
aliment.  The  doctor,  a  man  of  action, 
bethought  himself  of  his  other  patient ;  and 
carrying  the  puny  infant  to  Norah.  told  her 
hastily  to  do  what  she  could  for  it,  in 
common  gratitude  to  the  hands  that  had 
reared  her. 

The  girl  turned  her  large  lustrous  eyes 
upon    him.       They   were    shining   with    an 
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emotion  lie  liad  not  time  to  investigate, 
and  with  a  little  inarticulate,  indescribable 
sound,  slie  drew  the  child  to  her  breast 
with  a  sort  of  passion,  and  cradled  it  there 
with  her  own. 

Tony  flourished  upon  his  regimen  like 
the  sturdy  rogue  he  was,  whilst  his  ailing 
sister  Yv^as  cherished  tenderly  at  Norah's 
faithful  breast,  too  faithful,  alas  I  for  when 
the  children  Avere  a  fortnight  old  her  own 
child  died,  and  all  the  love  of  the  bereaved 
mother's  heart  centred  itself  on  her  nursling. 
Time  went  on,  and  the  fault  of  the  young 
girl  had  been  condoned  by  Madam  Blake  ^ 
in  consideration  of  her  devotion  to  the  dead 
woman's  child ;  and  Norah  herself  lived  for 
Lesbia,  who  requited  her  care  by  growing 
and  thriving,  and  doing  every  possible 
credit  to  her  nurse.  All  the  passion  of 
Norah  Conolly's  nature  seemed  to  spend 
itself  oil  the  little  girl.  To  the  past,  ta 
her  own  dead  child,  she  never  voluntarily 
referred,  nor  could  questions  or  persuasion 
ever   wrino-   from    her    the    name   of  her 
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betrayer.      Gradually  it  came  to  be  wliis- 
pered  that  it  bad  been  the  Creole  woman's 
child  that  had  died,  poor  sickly  thing,  and 
that  Norali  had  succumbed  to  temptation, 
and  substituted  her  own  for  it.     This  was 
not  merely  whispered  about,  but  credited 
by  the   peasantry,  in  spite   of  the   young 
woman's  passionate  disclaimers;  and  as  time 
passed,  and  the  small  Lesbia  grew  up  an 
exact  counterpart  in  feature  and  colouring 
to  Tony,  the  theory  was  supplemented  by 
another   still    more     daring,    that   Maurice 
Blake    himself    had    been     the    father    of 
Norah's  child ;  and  that,  if  not  brother  and 
sister,  the  boy  and  girl  were  first  cousins. 
These  conjectures  were  kept  secret  amongst 
themselves  by  the  peasantry,  and  the  family 
remained  in   fortunate   ignorance  of  them. 
It  is  true  Norah  herself  contradicted  them 
with  energy,  l)ut  as  she  persisted  in  pre- 
serving an  immovable  silence  as  to  her  own 
concerns,  she  was  compelled  to  endure  with 
what  patience  she  could  the  romantic  stories 
in  circulation  about  her. 
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One  thing  was  at  least  certain :  no 
mother  could  be  more  devoted  to  her  child 
than  Lesbia's  nurse  was  to  her;  and  upon 
the  insecure  basis  of  a  supposititious  affinity 
to  themselves,  the  little  girl's  popularity 
amongst  her  poorer  neighbours  throve 
apace.  And  Lesbia,  young,  enthusiastic, 
and  romantic  to  a  fault,  repaid  the  general 
good-will  shown  towards  her,  by  fervently 
supporting  the  Irish  side  of  every  question. 
There  was  something  a  little  jarring  to  Mrs. 
Blake  and  Mary  Egerton  in  her  partizan- 
ship,  and  her  outspoken  sympathy  with 
much  that  was  regarded  l3y  them  as  law- 
lessness and  disorder — something  displeas- 
ing to  them  in  her  vehement  advocacy  of 
Irish  claims.  Occasionally,  Madam  Blake 
would  frown  and  rcQ-ret  that  her  husband's 
only  brother  should  have  twice  sought  a 
wife  from  amongst  the  daughters  of  Heth, 
for  to  her  English  mind  such  appeared  tlie 
Italian  mother  of  the  ill-fated  Constantine, 
and  equally  the  frail,  weak,  passionate  creoki 
woman  who  had  found  her  way  to  Castle 
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Blake  only   in   time  to  give  birth   to  her 
children  and  die. 

Whether  it  was  to  he  attributed  to  this 
cause,  or  to  the    mere  fact    of   her  having 
in  a  measure  passed  out  of  her  aunt's  hands 
in  childhood,  into  those  of  Norah  Conoll}% 
it    was     a    fact    that    Madam    Blake    had 
a    diJSiculty    in   giving    to    Lesbia,  bright, 
spirited,   and  affectionate    as    she  was,  the 
same    spontaneous    affection    that     flowed 
naturally    and    instinctively    upon    Ton}'. 
She  was,  however,  before  all  things  a  just 
woman,  and  she  strove,  not  unsuccessfully,^ 
to  be  the  same  to  both  children ;  but  with 
regard  to  the  girl,  she  was  conscious  of  an 
effort,  and  this,  in  point  of  fact,  made  her 
more  lenient  to  the  madcap  ways  and  harum 
scarum  impetuosities  of  the  child,  than  to 
the  less  salient  shortcomings  of  her  brother. 
With  her  marriage,  Mary  Egerton  had,  of 
course,  passed  from  under  her  mother's  juris- 
diction; but  so  well  regulated  was  her  mind, 
and  so  orderly  her  ideas,  that  she  did  not 
dream  of  asserting  her   independence,  and 
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lived  under  her  mother's  roof,  still  obedient, 
as  in  lier  calm  childhood,  to  that  mother's 
lightest  msh.  A  sweet,  charming  woman 
was  Mary  Egerton.  The  frustrated  romances 
of  her  early  years  had  touched  her  with 
a  srentle  gravity.  With  it  had  died  her 
first  youth.  The  pain  that  she  suffered  then 
— the  deeper  for  being  silently  borne,  and 
finding  little  outward  expression — had  ma- 
tured her  character.  Shane  and  Bride,  the 
two  children,  adored  their  wise,  sweet- voiced 
mother.  .  They  had  inherited  from  their 
father  their  blue  eyes  and  flaxen  hair  along 
with  their  even  tempers.  Needless  to  say, 
they  were  looked  ujDon  as  aliens  and  inter- 
lopers hj  the  people,  and  sincere  were  the 
self-congratulations  of  the  population  of 
Ballymagillah,  that  there  w^as  no  chance  of 
the  succession  to  Castle  Blake  comino;  to  the 
whitc-fliced,  English-featured  children  of  tlie 
late  squire's  daughter. 

"  If  only  Masther  Tony  'ud  marr}-  an 
Irish  colleen  ! "  was  the  universal  aspiration, 
and  as  nothinof  in  so  small    a   community 
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can  liope  to  pass  unnoticed,  liis  growing- 
interest  in  Desiree  Barrington  was  freely 
canvassed,  and  for  the  most  part  approved 
of,  lier  father  being  indisputably  Irish.  No 
feeling  of  gratitude  to  the  rich  English 
widow  of  Maurice  Blake,  for  continuing  to 
live  and  spend  her  money  in  the  country 
in  which  her  husband  had  been  foully 
slain,  found  any  place  in  their  hearts.  Her 
charity,  though  accepted  by  them,  was 
poisoned  by  the  fact  of  its  being  given  by 
an  English  hand,  nor  would  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  benefits  she  had  freely  lavished 
uj^on  a  disaffected  and  sullen  population, 
avail  Madam  Blake  one  tittle,  in  the  event 
of  Ireland  for  the  Irish  ever  becoming  an 
accomplished  fact.  She  was  indistinctly 
aware  of  this,  though  perhaps  not  realizing 
the  full  depth  of  the  bitterness  with  which 
she  was  regarded  by  the  pensioners  on  her 
bounty. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

*'  The  canker  galls  the  infant  buds  of  spring, 
Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclosed. 
And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth. 
Contagious  blastments  are  most  imminent." 

Lesbia  absorbed,  rajDt,  in  the  engrossing 
pursuit  of  pebble-hunting,  moves  farther 
and  farther  ahead,  whilst  Tony,  equall}'  ab- 
sorbed in  the  happiness  of  his  contiguity 
to  Desiree,  ceases  even  to  pretend  to  be  look- 
ing for  anything.  His  eyes,  instead  of 
groping  amongst  the  shingle  under  his  feet, 
do  not  go  lower  than  the  level  of  his  little 
companion's  face.  Desiree,  indeed,  hunted 
after  a  fashion  for  possible  treasures,  but  in 
a.  dreamy,  haphazard  way,  that  gave  little 
promise  of  success. 

She  took  a  shy  pleasure  in  glancing  now 
and  then  at  Tony,  and  listened  with  inno- 
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cent  interest  to  liis  boyisli  voice,  with  its 
softened  inflections,  as  he  kept  up  a  gentle 
desultory  conversation  with  her.  The  clouds 
up  above  fly  faster  and  faster  over  the  now 
lead-coloured  sky,  and  the  great  leaden 
weaves  fall  more  and  more  heavily  on  the 
beach,  and  the  sound  of  the  back-wash 
dragging  out  the  pebbles  seawards  again 
increases  in  sullenness.  Presently  it  was 
evident  that  the  tide  had  turned,  and  was 
rolling  in  rapidly,  and  with  it  was  coming 
the  prophesied  storm.  Lesbia,  by  this  time 
-a  mere  distant  speck,  rounded  the  further 
headland,  and  vanished  without  once  look- 
ino[  behind  her. 

Down  in  the  rock-bound  cove  under  the 
clifls,  the  air  was  still  comparatively  still ; 
only  the  scream  of  the  gathering  wind  aloft, 
mingled  with  the  cry  of  the  gulls,  and  the 
dull  roar  of  the  hurrying  tide,  gave  its  note 
of  warning  ;  and  still  the  two  young  things 
below,  happy  in  one  another,  with  their 
careless  eyes  bent  an3rwhere  but  upon  sea  or 
sky,  moved  slovrly  to  and  fro  amongst  the 
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little  pools  left  by  the  last  tide  when  it  went 
out,  wherein  the  sea  anemones  stretched 
out  lovely  flowery  spikes,  and  swayed 
gently  when  Desiree  rippled  the  surface  of 
the  pools  with  her  small  hand. 

They  were  completely  happy.  The  com- 
radeship of  youth  was  theirs.  The  attraction 
of  each  to  the  other,  if  conscious  on  his  side, 
was  not  so  as  yet  upon  hers.  All  the  wild, 
fresh  sweetness  of  morning  was  theirs ;  the 
heat  and  burden  of  life's  noonday  was  as  yet 
remote.  The  dawn  of  love's  young  dream 
was  stealing  upon  them ;  perhaps  the  fever  of 
its  passion  was  yet  to  come.  Desiree  was 
more  at  ease,  more  communicative  with 
Tony  Blake  than  with  any  other  person 
outside  her  home.  She  shrank  a  little  before 
Lesbia's  greater  exuberance  of  life  and  spirits, 
but  to  Tony  she  seemed  to  talk  as  ha]3pily 
as  to  Ziski,  or  old  Anna  Petrovna.  She 
would  play  to  him  as  long  as  he  liked,  and  to 
Tony  that  fiddle  of  hers  had  a  growing  charm. 
It  waked  strange  emotions,  strange  yearn- 
ings, and  vague  aspirations  in  liim,  to  his 
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covert  wonder  and  delight ;  whilst  Lesbia 
was  thrilled  to  pain  by  its  melodious  wail- 
ings,  and  was  fain  to  brush  the  tears  from 
her  eyes.  She  was  extraordinarily  shy  of 
showing  her  feelings,  and  slipped  away  more 
often  than  not,  wdien  the  slender,  pale  little 
creature  played  with  all  that  strange  pas- 
sion of  wistfulness  and  half-comprehending 
rapture  in  her  music.  While  Lesbia  retired 
from  before  the  tumult  of  incomprehensible 
feelings  the  violin  awoke  in  her,  Tony 
remained  to  listen  and  listen,  all  the  dormant 
passion  in  his  nature  slowly  working  upwards, 
till  a  sudden  fear  would  seize  him  that  the 
rapt  young  face  of  the  musician  was  too  rare 
for  this  earth,  and  that  she  would  float  away 
beyond  his  ken,  on  the  wings  of  the  divine 
harmonies  she  evoked  from  the  quivering 
strings,  and,  unable  to  contain  himself,  he 
cried  to  her  to  cease.  She  obeyed  instant!}', 
with  a  gentle  wonder,  and  with  her  hands 
still  caressing  her  instrument,  with  a  little 
sigh  she  would  turn  her  large  luminous  eyes 
on  him  inquiringly. 
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This  gentle  gaze  threw  Tony's  spirits  into 
ci  vague  perturbation.  '•'  Don't  look  at  me 
like  that  ! "  he  woukl  cry  entreatingiy. 
"  Desiree,  clear  Desiree,  where  are  you?  only 
your  body  is  here.  Where  has  your  soul 
wandered  ?  It  is  far  away  from  me," — half 
jealously.  "  Of  what  were  you  thinking 
when  you  were  playing  ?  " 

The  girl  smiled  her  faint,  sh}',  moon-lit 
smile,  saying  gently,  with  a  light  shade  of 
regret :  "  Don't  let  us  have  any  more  music 
now.  Let  us  talk  of  something  that  you 
and  Lesbia  are  interested  in,  and  I — I  will 
be  interested  in  it  too." 

Then  would  Tony  be  struck  with  remorse. 
"  Oh,  Desiree,  how  sweet-tempered  you  are, 
and  what  a  wretch  I  have  been  to  wake 
you  from  your  music-dream  !  You  shall  go 
on  fiddling,  and  I  will  try  and  not  mind 
being  left  out  in  the  cold." 

The  air  this  diaphanous  creature  1)roathed 
was  too  rarified  for  poor  blundering,  good- 
hearted  Tony.  Ilis  more  material  spirit 
could    not    reach   the    heights  where    her's 
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moved  in  ecstacy.  The  passion  of  tlie 
strings  woke  an  answering  echo  within  him, 
but  it  was  no  abstract  devotion  to  art,  but 
a  human  passion  of  love  for  the  little 
musician  herself  All  the  piercing  sweet- 
ness, the  delightful,  mysterious  agony  of 
sadness,  that  wailed  and  vibrated  in  the 
violin,  did  but  trouble  and  perplex  him. 
Lesbia  understood  it  better,  but  she  turned 
^way  impetuously,  lest  her  eyes  should 
betray  her,  as  Desiree  unconsciously  played 
upon  her  heart-strings. 

Lesbia  was  very  susceptible  to  these  im- 
pressions, and  shy  of  showing  how  the  music 
touched  her.  Its  aspirations,  its  strange 
sharp  trouble,  set  those  strings  vibrating. 
She  grew  pale  as  the  violin  player  herself, 
and  something  of  the  pathetic  wistfulness  in 
Desiree's  eyes,  passed  into  hers  also  ;  whilst 
her  impetuous  heart  seemed  to  leap  up  into 
her  mouth  and  almost  choke  her.  She  had 
to  clasp  her  hands  strongly,  and  set  her 
white  teeth  hard,  as  she  resolutely  kept  her 
^yes  downwards,  lest  she  should  betray  her- 


POMEGRANATE   SEED.  221 

self ;  for  Lesbia  liacl  a  morbid  dread  of  ridi- 
cule and  she  feared  Tony's  jesting  laugh  if 
he  perceived  the  strange  perturbation  into 
which  she  was  thrown.  She  was  very  well 
aware  that  her  enthusiasms  were  apt  to  be 
looked  at  askance,  even  by  her  twin,  while 
by  the  rest  of  the  family  they  were  regarded 
as  absurd,  if  not  absolutely  pernicious. 

Barrington  had  been  right  in  his  recollec- 
tion of  the  little  rebel,  as  he  had  called  her, 
and  the  child  had  been  the  forerunner  of 
the  girl.  All  her  frantic  infantine  revolts 
against  the  side  of  order,  against  the 
monotony  of  the  conventionalities,  had 
grown  with  her  growth,  ;ind  gathered 
strength  with  the  advance  of  time,  and  it 
was  this  stifled  disaffection,  half-hidden  by 
a  tear,  a  smile,  a  jest,  that  drew  her  into 
sympathy  with  Countess  Helen  Staroska, 
and  caused  her  to  see  in  Tony's  surrender 
to  Desirde's  influence  tlic  most  natural 
thing  in  the  world. 

To-day  the  suppressed  electricity  in  the 
atmosphere,  premonitory    of    the     coming 
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storm,  excites  in  lier  an  even  abnormal  rest- 
lessness, and  she  forgets  altogether  the 
laggards  she  has  left  behind  her  in  the 
coTe.  As  she  rounds  the  point,  the  wind, 
as  it  flies  howling  in  from  sweeping  over 
the  great  grey  sea,  seizes  her  in  its  clutches, 
and  wdiirls  her  onwards  till  she  reaches  the 
beach  below  the  village,  wliere  the  children 
stand  watching  the  white  horses  out  beyond, 
tossing  their  manes  merrily  already.  Lesbia 
has  many  words  for  the  bare-legged  imps 
running  about  gaily,  their  scanty  rags  flut- 
tering riskily  in  the  wind,  as  they  pick 
up  sea-weed  for  the  potato  grounds,  and 
they  tell  her  many  interesting  pieces  of 
news.  For  all  that  concerns  her  neioh- 
hours  Lesbia  had  an  insatiable  appetite. 
Her  warm  human  sympathies,  her  vivid 
interest  in  the  lives  being  lived  around  her, 
made  her  a  real  child  of  the  soil,  and  many 
a  tender  little  secret,  many  a  sore  trouble 
was  told  Miss  Lesbia,  which  her  aunt  or 
cousin  would  never  hear  of 

It  is  to  one  of  these  tales  she  is  listening 
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now,  from  a  young  girl  about  lier  own  age, 
a  fine,  dark-liaired  creature,  who  speaks 
quickly  and  passionately,  more  tlian  once 
catching  up  the  edge  of  Lesbia's  cloak  and 
reverentially  kissing  it. 

"  An  it's  dyin'  she  is,  the  poor  old 
crathure,"  she  says,  her  eyes  flashing 
through  tears,  '•'  and  they'll  turn  her  out  on 
the  road  to-morrow,  the  mane  divils,  loecause 
she  owes  a  thrifle  of  rint !  " 

The  cabin  in  question  was  on  an  outlying- 
piece  of  waste,  and  did  not  belong  to 
the  Blake  estate.  It  was  owned  by  a  kind 
of  middleman,  much  detested  in  the 
country. 

Lesbia  did  not  stop  to  consider  anything 
but  the  abominable  cruelty  of  turning  an 
old  bedridden  woman  out  of  her  wretched 
cabin  on  the  roadside. 

"  How  much  is  it  she  owes  ?  "  she  asked 
impetuously. 

"Maybe  a  matter  of  five  pounds  or  so, 
Miss  Lesbia  darlin'." 

Lesbia's  face  clouds.     "  And  I  have  only 


224  POMEGRANATE   SEED. 

twelve  and  sixj)ence  of  my  own/'  slic^ 
mutters  disaj)pointecIly. 

The  peasant  w^oman  pulls  her  cloak  tighter 
round  her.  "  Wirra,  wirra,"  she  groans,  "  if 
ye'  cannot  help  her,  Miss  Lesbia  darlin',  it's 
little  indade  the  poor  old  crathure  has  to 
hope  for." 

"  I'll  ask  Mr.  Tony  if  he's  got  any  money 
left,  or  Madam  Blake  herself  to  lend  it  me. 
Why  not  ?  "  cries  Lesbia,  daringly. 

The  young  woman  glances  sideways  at 
her.  "Ah,  then.  Miss  Lesbia  honey,  it's 
yerself  that  has  the  kind  heart,"  she  says  in 
a  carneying  Toice,  "  and  it's  well  we  all 
knows  that  same  ;  but  it's  only  this  mornin' 
meself  went  and  begged  Madam  Blake  on 
me  bended  knees  to  save  Biddy's  bein^ 
turned  out " 

"  Well,  and  what  then  ? "  cries  Lesbia,  in 
burning  impatience. 

''She  just  looked  me  thru  an'  thru  with 
thim  cold  bright  eyes  of  her,  an'  she  said, 
'Biddy  was  a  foolish,  thriftless  old  body^ 
as  'ud  be  betther  off  in  the  poor  house  than 
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where  she  was,  an'  that  she  herself  couldn't 
interfere.' " 

Lesbia  sighs  impatiently.  "  If  Madam 
said  that,  it's  clear  she  won't  help.  She 
doesn't  think  it  right  to  meddle  with  other 
people's  tenants,  and  what  she  doesn't  think 
right  nothing  on  earth  will  make  her  do. 
We'll  have  to  think  of  something  else." 

Lesbia's  fair  freckled  forehead  knits  itself 
into  many  creases  as  she  stands  thinking. 
Suddenly  a  light  breaks  upon  her.  "I 
have  it !  Go  to  the  foreign  lady  at  old  Miss 
Barrington's  cottage  ;  she  will  help  you  if 
she  can.  Tell  her  I'll  promise  to  pay  half 
the  money  as  soon  as  ever  I '  get  my  next 
quarter's  allowance.  Countess  Helen  will 
help,  I  am  certain.  Stay,  I  will  go  back 
now,  and  speak  to  the  young  lady  about  it ; 
I  left  her  in  the  cove  with  Mr.  Tony." 

The  other  girl  looked  out  over  the  sea 
with  a  queer,  frightened  expression. 

"In  the  cove!"  she  cried.  "Ah,  thin, 
Miss  Lesbia  dear,  look  at  the  say  and  the 
sky,  bad  luck  to  them  ! " 

VOL.  I.  Q 
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Lesbia  turns  mechanically,  and  sees  the 
white  waves  boiling  and  breaking  around 
the  point  by  which  she  passed  but  now. 
She  grew  pale  as  she  looked.  "  Why,"  she 
said  in  an  odd,  hard  voice,  "  how  fast  the 
tide  is  coming  in.  I  will  run  up  the  cliffs 
and  call  over  to  them.  Tell  the  people  to 
take  a  boat  round,  Eily  Connor,  at  once — 
at  once,  do  you  hear  ?  " 

Eily  for  answer  stares  at  her  with 
scared  eyes.  "  A  boat !  "  she  echoes.  "  Is 
it  any  boat  that  will  live  out  yonder  ?  The 
saints  grant  Masther  Tony's  got  up  to  the 
cave  by  now  !  " 

Lesbia  had  set  off  running  for  the  village, 
her  eyes  dilated,  her  breath  coming  short, 
as  she  runs  silently,  swiftly,  the  bare-footed 
Eily  with  difficulty  keeping  beside  her. 

"  'Tis  the  high  tide,"  gasps  the  girl,  ''  an' 
the  wind's  blowin'  straight  on  shore,  an'  Miss 
Lesbia  darlin',"  in  a  choked  voice,  **  the 
cave's  below  the  high  tide  mark  !  " 

Lesbia  nods  briefly,  and  strains  every 
muscle  to  outrun  the  running  tide. 
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Why  !  why  !  why !  had  she  wandered  so 
far  ahead  of  the  other  two,  heedless  as  she 
knew  one  to  be,  and  the  other  wholly 
ignorant  of  the  coast  ?  Why  had  not  she 
looked  seawards  and  marked  the  turn 
of  the  tide  ?  Behind  there,  in  the  small 
secluded  cove,  they  will  never  realize  their 
danger  till  it  is  upon  them.  Why  must 
she  always  be  so  foolishly,  so  besottedly 
eager  about  any  trivial  thing  that  engages 
her  attention,  even  to  the  hunting  for  moss 
agates,  that  she  is  for  the  nonce  deprived  of 
all  power  of  noticing  what  is  going  on  around 
her  ?  What  are  Biddy  Flaherty's  troubles 
to  her  now,  compared  to  Tony^s  danger — her 
twin,  her  second  self,  over  whom  she  is 
bound  to  watch  ?  Her  heart  beats  heavily 
and  thickly  as  she  presses  on  over  the 
yielding  shingle,  with  Eily  Connor  keeping 
pace  with  her,  a  dark,  lissom  shadow  of 
herself. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

"  0  Lord,  methonglit  what  pain  it  is  to  drown ! 
What  dreadful  noise  of  water  in  mine  ears ! 
What  sights  of  ngly  death  within  mine  eyes !  " 

In  the  cove,  Tony,  careless,  culpable  Tony, 
takes  no  heed  of  the  wailing  wind,  nor  of 
the  blackness  gathering  up  over  the  face  of 
the  sky,  nor  of  the  roar  of  the  Atlantic, 
driven  violently  shorewards  by  the  rising 
gale.  So  far  they  have  not  felt  by  any 
means  the  full  force  of  the  wind,  and 
Desiree,  in  her  childlike  pleasure  in  the  zoo- 
phytes, and  the  baby  crabs  crawling  about 
amongst  the  crevices  of  the  rocks,  is  ani- 
mated and  almost  gay  for  her  ;  whilst  Tony 
finds  delight  enough  in  watching  her  naive 
enjoyment,  and  is  blind  and  deaf  to  every- 
thing outside  the  fact  that  his  dear  littl<A 


POMEGRANATE   SEED.  229 

Lady  of  the  Fiddle  has  come  down  from  the 
heights  where  he  is  not  able  to  reach  up  to 
her,  and  is  happy  and  content,  looking  at 
the  beautiful  flowers  of  the  sea  with  him. 
Her  pale,  delicate  face  for  once  has  more  the 
look  of  other  girls'  faces.  Its  wistfulness, 
its  pathos,  its  strange  remoteness  of  ex- 
pression, has  given  place  to  a  charming 
laisser -oiler.  It  is  clear  she  is  happy, 
absolutely  at  her  ease ;  and  this  change  in 
her,  so  gradual,  and  subtle,  and  delightful, 
intoxicates  him. 

If  life    could    only  be   ever  thus  ;    if   he 
miorht   thus   for    ever    look    into    Dcsiree's 

o 

limpid  eyes;  for  ever  feel  her  glad,  sweet 
smile  shine  on  him  thus ;  for  ever  clasp,  as 
he  was  clasping  now,  her  frank  small  hand, 
given  him  with  such  willing  sweetness,  at 
each  little  jump  she  has  to  make  from  pool 
to  pool,  amongst  the  rocks,  he  thinks  he 
need  ask  no  further  boon  of  fate. 

If  he  looks  at  her,  he  sees  himself  re- 
flected in  the  lucent  depths  of  her  eyes  ;  if 
he  glances  downwards  he  sees  Desir(^e  her- 
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self  reflected  in  the  little  pools,  with  his 
head  in  close,  sweet  proximity  to  hers.  It 
startles  him  for  the  moment  to  catch  sight 
of  his  own  face,  rapt,  sublimated  as  it  seems 
by  the  growing  passion  of  his  love.  Is  it 
possible  that  she  does  not  see  this,  his  little 
far-off  Lady  of  the  Fiddle  ?  or  is  it  some 
dim  glimmering  of  the  great  longing  that  is 
consuming  him,  that  lends  her  this  divine, 
dove-like  gentleness  of  expression  ?  She  is 
sympathetic,  tenderly  human  to-day,  child- 
like in  her  confidence  and  transparent 
happiness.  For  a  time  she  has  put  from 
her  all  those  problems,  that  through  her 
music  she  strives  so  hard  to  unravel.  The 
mystery  of  pain,  the  enigma  of  the  world's 
woe,  the  terrible  riddle  of  life,  the  greater 
riddle  of  death,  trouble  her  not.  She  has 
wandered  unconsciously  within  a  charmed 
circle,  the  circle  of  Tony's  protecting  affec- 
tion, and  a  sort  of  restful  content  steals  over 
her.  A  sense  of  youth,  of  coming  joy,  floats 
about  her.  A  Scotchman  would  have  said 
she  is  *'  fey." 
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How  strong  and  kind  Tony  is  to  her,  she 
thinks  gratefully,  and  in  return  she  shyly 
admires  the  strength  and  manliness  she  sees 
in  him,  and  rests  on  it.  She  is  of  weaker 
fibre  than  her  mother.  The  indomitable 
courage  of  Helen  Staroska  has  hardly  been 
transmitted  to  her  daughter.  As  she  clings 
now  to  her  mother,  so  vnll  Desiree  ever  find 
it  natural  to  cling  to  something  stronger, 
more  resolute  than  herself. 

The  waves  rolling  rapidly  in  have  long 
passed  the  two  horns  of  the  little  crescent 
cove,  and  are  falling  with  a  sullenly  in- 
creasing thunder  further  and  further  up  the 
beach.  Tony  is  the  first  ,to  notice  their 
encroachment,  as  for  a  moment  his  face  is 
turned  seawards,  helping  his  companion 
across  a  fissure  among  the  rocks  they  are 
upon. 

He  glances  round  him,  and  on  a  sudden 
the  danger  of  their  position  is  revealed  to 
him. 

*'  Good  heavens,  Desirde  !  the  tide  has 
caught  us,"  he  says,  in  an   agitated  voice. 
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"  What  are  we  to  do  ?  We  can't  get  out 
of  this  ;  and  in  another  ten  minutes  it  will 
be  up  to  us." 

And  even  as  he  spoke  the  savage  sea 
roared  louder,  and  tumbled  down  its  great 
green  waves  with  a  greater  hurry  and 
menace  in  its  unpitying  strength,  as  if  to 
verify  his  words. 

The  lad's  ruddy  face  had  paled.  "It  is 
all  my  fault,  for  not  keeping  a  better  look 
out,"  he  cried,  with  anguish.  "  Oh,  De- 
siree  !  it  is  I  who  have  brought  you  into 
this  peril." 

"  Peril  !  "  she  faltered,  looking  at  him 
with  a  new-born  fear  in  her  face  ;  "are  we 
then  in  danger  ? "  She  shuddered  violently, 
and  clung  to  his  arm.  "  Forgive  me,"  she 
murmured  piteously,  "I  —  I  am  such  a 
coward.     I  will  try  to  behave  well." 

Tony's  under-lip  quivered,  and  he  bit  it 
hard.  "  Come,"  he  said  almost  roughly, 
catching  her  hand.  "  We  must  scramble 
up  to  the  cave." 

The  young  girl  trembled  afresh.   "  What !  " 
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she  cried,  "  up  tliere  !  Oh,  I  cannot,  I 
cannot !  "  She  closed  her  eyes,  panting  ; 
''  I  am  giddy." 

He  glanced  up  at  the  face  of  the  cliff, 
to  where  the  ojoening  into  a  cave  showed 
a  narrow  dark  slit.  It  had  formerly  been 
used  by  many  a  crew  of  smugglers.  It 
was  a  difficult  climb  there  for  any  one — 
most  difficult  for  a  frightened  girl. 

"  Dear,"  he  said  urgently,  "  we  must  get 
up  there  ;  it  is  our  only  chance.  Try,  De- 
siree  ;  I  wiU  help  you." 

She  clings  to  him  with  shuddering  sobs, 
and  shakes  her  head  piteously.  Suddenly 
she  rallies,  and  stands  upright  again. 

"  I  could  not.  I  should  not  get  half-way  ; 
but  you  go,  dear  Tony.  Leave  me,  and  go," 
she  says  steadily. 

''  Am  I  a  cur,"  he  asks  bitterly,  "  that 
you  say  such  things  to  me  ?  " 

He  lifts  her  in  his  arms,  and  carries  her 
over  the  uneven  rocks  till  they  are  close 
under  the  base  of  the  cliff.  There  is  some 
indescribable  expression  in  his  face  before 
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which  Desiree  shrinks  a  little.     He  pauses 
for  a  moment. 

"  Listen,"  he  says  in  a  matter-of-fact  tone. 
"  Long  before  any  one  can  get  to  us  from 
the  village,  the  sea  will  have  come  up  amongst 
these  rocks.  Do  you  think  I  would  leave 
you  to  be  dashed  to  pieces  down  here,  whilst 
I  sat  in  safety  in  the  cave  ?  Do  you  think 
so  ill  of  me  as  that  ? " 

She  is  awed  into  composure  by  the  stern- 
ness of  his  freckled  boy's  face. 

"  Now,"  he  went  on,  "  you  just  do  as 
I  tell  you.  Put  your  foot  where  I  show 
you,  and  I  promise  I  will  get  you  up  all 
right." 

She  vanquishes  her  giddy  terrors  with  a 
supreme  effort.  "  Yes,"  she  murmurs 
meekly. 

Tony  holds  her  hand  fast,  and  guides 
her  feet  carefully  as  he  drags  her  painfully 
upwards.  It  is  giddy  work,  and,  but  for 
her  new  resolution,  would  turn  her  sick  and 
faint ;  but  at  length  the  ascent  is  accom- 
plished, and  they  can  look  down  shudder- 
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ingly  at  the  fierce  water  below,  already 
churning  itself  into  foam  on  the  rocks  they 
were  but  now  standing  on.  They  have 
been  a  long  time — an  eternity  it  seems  to 
the  boy — clambering  up  the  rough  and 
dangerous  way  to  the  cave. 

They  look  down  in  silence.  There  is  a 
horrible  fascination  about  the  green,  hissing 
rollers  racing  in  sullen  and  swift  before  the 
blast  of  the  great  storm  coming,  and  hurling 
themselves  vindictively  against  the  opposing 
rock. 

Meanwhile,  Lesbia,  mth  men  from  the 
village,  is  hurrpng  with  sick  haste,  carrying 
ropes  to  the  top  of  the  clifi";-  and  when  they 
reach  it,  they  can  only  look  blankly  doAvn 
upon  the  treacherous  sea  that  has  rushed  in 
and  filled  the  little  cove  with  such  hot  and 
cruel  precipitation.  Are  they,  indeed,  too 
late? 

'  Lesbia's  sharp  little  cry  of  despair  is 
carried  away  inland  on  the  screaming  gale, 
risen  by  this  time  on  the  height  to  an 
absolute  hurricane. 
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The  men  fling  themselves,  face  downwards, 
on  the  stunted  grass,  and,  crawling  warily 
to  the  verge,  look  down,  only  to  turn  their 
faces  backward  and  gaze  mutely  at  one 
another.  Not  a  sign,  not  a  vestige  is  to 
be  seen  of  the  two  young  souls  so  short  a 
time  ago  so  unthinkingly  happy,  so  foolishly 
secure  within  reach  of  the  malice  of  the 
sea ! 

"  Let  somebody  be  lowered  to  the  cave," 
Lesbia  pants  betwixt  command  and  en- 
treaty. 

They  all  steal  looks  at  one  another,  but 
no  one  moves. 

A  flash  of  withering  scorn  leaps  from  her 
eyes,  now  dark  with  passionate  excitement. 
She  straightens  her  back  and  lifts  her  arms 
with  a  little  superb  gesture.  "  Lower  me  !  " 
she  cries  in  a  voice  that  rings  shrill  and 
sweet  even  above  the  shriek  of  the  wind. 
"J,  at  least,  am  not  afraid." 

Even  as  she  utters  the  brave  words  the 
gust  takes  her  slim  young  body  and  flings 
her    roughly   against    a    great    red-headed 
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giant,   who  soothes   her  and   supports    her 
gently  as  if  she  were  a  child. 

"  Ah,  thin,  Miss  Lesbia  darlin',  'tisn't  that 
it's  afraid  we  are ;  but  the  say  'ull  be  over 
the  cave's  mouth  by  now."  His  great  voice 
dies  away  tremulously,  and  Lesbia  reads 
the  echo  of  his  words  in  the  faces  of  the 
others. 

She  reels  giddily  away  from  him.  "No, 
no  ! "  she  cries  frantically.  ''  It  can't  be 
yet.  How  do  you  dare  say  such  a  thing, 
Pat  Eyan  ? " 

In  answer,  he  points  silently  to  a  mark 
like  a  blaze  on  the  face  of  the  cliff,  on  the 
right-hand  corner  of  the  little  bay.  She 
looks  and  shudders,  knowing  too  well  what 
it  means.  The  mark  is  above  the  level  of 
the  entrance  to  the  smugglers'  cave,  and 
the  waves  dash  themselves  already  against 
it.  Her  face  hardens  into  a  stony  despair. 
She  drops  moaning  on  the  stunted  grass  at 
their  feet. 

"  Tony,  Tony ! "  she  sobs,  with  bitter 
sorrow ;    "I  left  you.     I  loft  you   to  your 
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fate,  my  poor  Tony  !  I  will  not  live  if  you 
must  die.  How  should  I,  without  my  best 
half  ?  Lesbia  will  follow  you,  dear,  wherever 
you  go." 

She  lies  spent  and  quiet  on  the  soaking 
turf,  heedless  in  the  face  of  this  awful 
calamity  of  the  thick  fine  rain,  mixed  with 
spray,  that  falls  abundantly  upon  her,  and 
the  fisher-folk  stand  reverently  about  her, 
pitying  her,  sympathizing  with  her,  waiting 
patiently  and  respectfully  till  she  should 
make  some  fresh  movement,  to  disturb  her 
trance  of  grief 

Presently  a  bare-legged  boy  appears, 
struggling  breathlessly  up  to  them.  "  Miss 
Lesbia,"  he  cries  shrilly,  "ye  must  come 
away  to  the  house.  Madam,  herself,  has 
sent  me  afther  yez." 

She  heeds  him  not,  and  almost  without 
her  knowing  it,  they  lift  her  from  the 
ground  whereon  she  is  lying  prone,  and 
carry  her  home.  At  the  door  of  the  big 
stone  house  an  elderly  face,  set  in  a  dumb 
agony  of  suspense,  is  waiting  for  her. 
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"  The  others,  Lesbia  ? "  Mrs.  Blake  says 
hoarsely.  "My  poor  child,  where  are  the 
others  ?  " 

And  with  a  little  sharp,  exceeding  bitter 
cry,  Lesbia  falls  blindly  forward  into  the 
arms  that  are  stretched  out  to  receive  her, 
leaving  to  others  the  telling  of  her  tale  of 
woe. 
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Biographies  of  the    Great  Artists   {Illustrated).     Crown    Svo, 
emblematical  binding,  3^'.  6d.  per  volume,  except  where  the  price  is  given. 


Claude  Lorrain,* 

Correggio,  by  M,  E.  Heaton,  2s.  6d. 
Delia  Robbia  and  Cellini,  2s.  6d. 
Albrecht  Dlirer,  by  R.  F.  Heath. 
Figure  Painters  of  Holland. 
FraAngelic(),Masaccio,and  Botticelli. 
Fra  Bartolommeo,  Albertinelli,  and 
Andrea  del  Saito. 


Gainsborough  and  Constable. 
Ghiberti  and  Donatello,  2s.  6d. 
Giotto,  by  Harry  Quilter, 
Hans  Holbein,  by  Joseph  Cundall. 
Hogarth,  by  Austin  Dobson, 
Landseer,  by  Y.  G,  Stevens. 
Lawrence    and    Romney,    by    Lord 
Ronald  Gower,  zs.  6d, 


Not  yet  pjd'lishcd. 


Savipsoji  Low,  Marston,  6^  Go's 


Biographies  of  the  Great  Artists  {co?itinued)  :- 


Leonardo  da  Vinci. 

Little  Masters  of  Gei-many,  by  W. 

B.  Scott. 
Mantegna  and  Francla. 
Meissonier,  by  J.  W.  Mollett,  is.  ()d. 
Michelangelo  Buonarotti,by  Clement. 
Murillo,  by  Ellen  E.  Minor,  2s.  6d. 
Overbeck,  by  J.  B.  Atkinson. 
Raphael,  by  N.  D'Anvers. 
Rembrandt,  by  J.  W.  Mollett. 


Reynolds,  by  F.  S.  Pulling. 
Rubens,  by  C.  W.  Kett. 
Tintoretto,  by  W.  R.  Osier. 
Titian,  by  R.  F.  Heath. 
Turner,  by  Cosmo  Monkhouse. 
Vandyck  and  Hals,  by  P.  R.  Head. 
Velasquez,  by  E.  Stowe. 
Vcrnet  and  Delaroche,  by  J.  Rees. 
Watteau,  by  J.  W.  Mollett,  2s.  6ci. 
Wilkie,  by  J.  W.  Mollett. 


Bird  {F.  JJ)  Afuerican  Practical  Dye.i^s  Companion.     8vo,  425. 

Bird  {II.  E.)  Chess  Practice.     8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Black  (  Wm.)  Novels.     See  "  Low's  Standard  Library." 

Blackburn  {Charles  F.)  Hints  on  Catalogue  Titles  and  Index 
Entries,  with  a  Vocabulary  of  Terms  and  Abbreviations,  chiefly  from 
P'oreign  Catalogues.     Royal  8vo,  14^. 

Blackburn  {Henry)  Breton  Folk.  With  171  Illust.  by  Randolph 
Caldecott.     Imperial  8vo,  gilt  edges,  2 1  J.;  plainer  binding,  los.dd. 

Pyre?tees  {The).     With  100  Illustrations  by  Gustave 

DoRE,  corrected  to  1881.     Crown  Svo,  ']s.  6d. 
Blackmore  {R.  D.)  Lorn  a  Doone.     t^dition  deluxe.     Crowr,  4to, 

very  numerous  Illustrations,  cloth,  gilt  edges,    31^.  6r/. ;  parchment, 

uncut,  top  gilt,  35J-.     Cheap  Edition,  small  post  Svo,  ds. 

Novels.     See  "  Low's  Standard  Library." 

Blaikie  {Williani)  How  to  get  Strong  and  how  to  Stay  so. 

Rational,  Physical,  Gymnastic,  &c.,  Exercises.  Illust.,  sm.  post  Svo,  5^. 
"  Sound  Bodies  for  our  Boys  and  Girls.     i6mo,  2s.  6d. 

Bonwich  {Jos.)  British  Colonies  and  their  Resou7'ces.  i  vol., 
cloth,  5 J-.  Sewn — I.  Asia,  u.  ;  II.  Africa,  \s.\  III.  America,  u.  ; 
IV.  Australasia,  \s. 

Bosanquct  {Rev.  C.)  Blossoms  fvni  the  King^s  Garden  :  Sermons 

for  Children.  2nd  Edition,  small  post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Boussenard  (Z.)  Crusoes  of  Guiana.  Illustrated.  <^s. 
Gold-seekers,  a  Sequel.     Illustrated.     i6mo,  5^. 

Boy's   Froissart.     King  Arthur.      Mahinogion.      Percy.     See 

Lanier. 
Bradshaw  {/.)  New  Zealand  as  it  is.     Svo,  125-.  6d. 

Brassey  {Lady)  T^ahiii.     With  31  Autotype  Illustrations  after 

Photos,  by  Colonel  Stuart-Wortley.     Fcap.  4to,  2\s. 
Bright  {John)  Public  Letters.     Crown  Svo,  7^.  dd. 


List  of  Publications, 


Brisse  {Baivii)  Menus  (366).  A  inrnu^  in  French  and  English, 
for  every  Day  in  the  Year.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Matthew  Clarke. 
2nd  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^-. 

British  Fisheries  Directory ^  1883-84.     Small  8vo,  2^.  (yd. 

Brittajiy.     See  Blackburn. 

Brotvn,     Life  and  Letters  of  John  Brown  ^  Liberator  of  Kansas^ 

and  Martyr  of  Virginia.    By  F.  B.  Sanborn.   Illustrated.    8vo,  i2j-.6^/. 

Browne  (^G.  Le?inox)  Voice  Use ajid Stimulants.    Sm.  8vo,  3^.  6d, 

and  Behnke  {Emit)  Voice,  Song,  and  Speech.  Illus- 
trated, 3rd  Edition,  medium  8vo,  \<)S. 

Bryant  (JV  C.)  and  Gay  {S.  //.)  L/istory  of  the  United  States. 
4  vols.,  royal  8vo,  profusely  Illustrated,  6oj-. 

Bryce  {Rev.  Professor)  Manitoba.  With  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
Crown  8vo,  'js.  6d, 

BunyatHs  Pilgrim's  Progress.  With  138  original  Woodcuts. 
Sniall  post  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6^.;  gilt  edges,  4J. 

Buniaby  {Capt.)  On  LLorseback  through  Asia  Minor.  2  vols., 
8vo,  38^.     Cheaper  Edition,  i  vol.,  crown  8vo,  \os.  6d. 

Buniaby  {Mrs.  F.)  Lligh  Alps  in  JVintsr;  or,  Mountaineering 
in  Search  of  Health.  By  Mrs.  Fred  Burnaby.  With  Portrait  of 
the  Authoress,  Map,  and  other  Illustrations.     Handsome  cloth,  14J. 

Butler  {  W.  F.)  The  Great  Lone  La7id ;  an  Account  of  the  Red 
River  Expedition,  1869-70.     New  Edition,  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  dd. 

Lnvasion  of  England,  told  twenty  years  after,  by  an  Old 

Soldier.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Red  Cloud ;  or,  the  Solitary  Sioux.     Imperial   i6mo, 


numerous  illustrations,  gilt  edges,  ^s. 

The  Wild  North  Land;  the  Stofy  of  a  Winter  Journey 


with  Dogs  across  Northern  North  America.  8vo,  \Zs.   Cr.  8vo,  Is.  6d. 

Buxton  {H.  y,  W.)  Painting,  English  and  American.     Crown 
8vo,  5^. 


nADOGAN  -{Lady   A.)     Lllustrated    Games    of   Patience. 
^     Twenty- four  Diagrams  in  Colours,  with  Text.     Fcap.  4to,  I2j.  dd. 
California.     See  "  Nordhoff." 

Cambridge  Staircase  {A).     By  the  Author  of  ''A  Day  of  my 
Life  at  Eton."     Small  crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s,  6d. 
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Cambridge  Trifles  ;  from  an  Undergraduate  Pen.  By  the  Author 
of  *' A  Day  of  my  Life  at  Eton,"  &c.     i6mo,  cloth  extra,  is.  dd. 

Carlefon  (JViii)  Farm  Ballads,  Farm  Festivals,  and  Farm 
Legends.     I  vol.,  small  post  8vo,  3^-.  dd. 

City  Ballads.     With  Illustrations.     \2s.  ^d. 

See  also  "Rose  Library." 

Carnegie  (A.)  American  Fan 7^-in- Hand  in  Britain.  Small 
4to,  Illustrated,  lOi".  dd.     Popular  Edition,  is. 

Round  the  lVo?-ld.     8vo,  lo^.  6d. 

Chairman's  Handbook  {The).  By  R.  F.  D.  Palgrave,  Clerk  of 
the  Table  of  the  House  of  Commons.     5th  Edition,  2s. 

Changed  Cross  {The),  and  other  Religious  Poems.   i6mo,  2s.  6d. 

Charities  of  London.     See  Lov/'s. 

Chattock  {R.  S.)  Practical  Notes  on  Etching.  Sec.  Ed.,  8vo,  yx.  dd. 

Chess.     See  Bird  (H.  E.). 

Children's  Praises.  Hymns  for  Sunday-Schools  and  Services. 
Compiled  by  Louisa  H.  H.  Tristram.     4^. 

Choice  Editions  of  Choice  Books.  2s.  6d.  each.  Illustrated  by 
C.  W.  Cope,  R.A.,  T.  Creswick,  R.A.,  E.  Duncan,  Eirket 
Foster,  J.  C.  Horsley,  A.R.A.,  G.  Hicks,  R.  Redgrave,  R.A., 
C.  Stonehouse,  F.  Tayler,  G.  Thomas,  H.  J.  Townshend, 
E.  H.  Wehnert,  Harrison  Weir,  &c. 


Bloomfield's  Farmer's  Boy. 
Campbell's  Pleasures  of  Hope. 
Coleridge's  Ancient  Mariner. 
Goldsmith's  Deserted  Village. 
Goldsmith's  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 
Gray's  Elegy  in  a  Churchyard. 
Keat's  Eve  of  St.  Agnes. 


Milton's  L' Allegro. 
Poetry  of  Nature.     Harrison  Weir. 
Rogers'  (Sam.)  Pleasures  of  Memory. 
Shakespeare's  Songs  and  Sonnets. 
Tennyson's  May  Queen. 
Elizabethan  Poets. 
Wordsworth's  Pastoral  Poems. 


"  Such  works  are  a  glorious  beatification  for  a  ^o&t."— A  ihcnesum, 

Christ  in  Song.     By  Philip  Schaff.     New  Ed.,  gilt  edges,  6j. 
Chrofno- Lithography.     See  "Audsley." 

Collingwood  {Harry)  Under  the  Meteor  Flag.     The  Log  of  a 
Midshipman.     Illustrated,  small  post  8vo,  gilt,  6s. ;  plainer,  5^. 

i The  Voyage  of  the  ^^  Aurora."     Illustrated,  small  post 

"^    8vo,  gilt,  6s. ;  plainer,  55. 
Colvile  {H.  E.)  Accursed  Land :   Water  Way  of  Edom,  10s.  6d. 
Cojnposers.     See  "Great  Musicians." 
Confessions  of  a  Frivolous  Girl.    Cr.  8vo,  6s.    Paper  boards,  is. 


List  of  Publications. 


Cook  {Button)  Book  of  the  Flay.    New  Edition,     i  vol.,  35-.  6d. 
On  the  Stage:  Studies  of  Theatrical  History  and  the 


Actor's  Art.     2  vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  24^. 

Costume.     See  Smith  (J.  Moyr). 

Coiven  {Jos.,  M.F.)  Life  and  Speeches.      By  Major  Jones. 
8vo,  I4i'. 

Curtis  {C.  B.)    Velazquez  atid  Murillo.     With  Etchings,  &c. 
Royal  8vo,  31J.  dd.;  large  paper,  63J. 

Custer  {E.  B.)  Boots  and  Saddles.     Life  in  Dakota  ivith  General 
Custer.     Crown  Svo,  Si".  6./. 

Cutcliffe  {H.  C. )  Trout  Fishing  in  Rapid  Streams.    Cr.  Svo,  ^s.  Gd. 


PjANVERS  {K)  An  Ele?nentary  History  of  Art.     Crown 
-^-^    8vo,  loi-.  6d. 


Elefnentary  History  of  Music.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  Gd. 

Hajidbooks   of  Elemcfitar'   Art — Architecture;   Sculp- 

ture  ;  Old  Masters  ;  Modern  Painting.     Crown  Svo,  3^'.  Gd.  each. 

Davis  {C.  T.)  Ma?  tufa  dure  of  Bricks,  Tiles,  Terra- Cot ta,  &'c. 
Illustrated.     Svo,  25J. 

Manufacture  of  Leather.  With  many  Illustrations.  $2S.Gd. 

Daividowsky  {F.)  Glue,  Gelatine,  Lsinglass,  Cements,  cr'c.  Svo, 
I2s.  6d. 

Day  of  My  Life  {A)  ;  or,  Evcry-Day  Experiences  at  Eton. 
By  an  Eton  Boy.     i6mo,  cloth  extra,  25.  Gd. 

Day's  Collacon :  an  Encyclopaedia  of  Frose  Quotations.  Im- 
perial 8vo,  cloth,  3 1  J.  Gd. 

Decoration.     Vols.  II.  to  IX.      New  Series,  folio,  7^-.  Gd.  each. 

Dogs  in  Disease  :  their  Management  and  Treatment.     By  AsH- 

MONT.     Crown  Svo,  ^s.  Gd. 
Dotmelly    {Ignatius)    Atlantis ;   or,   the  Antediluvian   World. 
-    7th  Edition,  crown  Svo,  12J.  dd. 

Ragnarok:  The  Age  of  Fire  and  Gravel.     Illustrated, 

Crown  Svo,  \2s.  Gd., 
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Dore  {Gustave)  Life  and  Re7niniscences.  By  Blanche  Roose- 
velt. With  numerous  Illustrations  from  the  Artist's  previously  un- 
published Drawings.     Medium  8vo,  24J. 

Dougall  {James  Dalziel)  Shooting:  its  Appliances^  Practice^ 
and  Purpose.    New  Edition,  revised  with  additions.    Crown  8vo,  7j.  td. 

"The  book  is  admirable  in  every  way We  wish  it  every  success." — Globe. 

"A  very  complete  treatise Likely  to  take  high  rank  as  an  authority  on 

shooting." — Daily  News. 

Drajna.     See  Cook  (Button). 
Dyeing,     See  Bird  (F.  J.). 


PDUCATIONAL   Works  published  in  Great  Britain.     A 
■'-^     Classified  Catalogue.     Second  Edition,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^. 

Egypt,     See  "  De  Leon,"  "  Foreign  Countries." 

EigJit  Mo7iths  on  the  Gran  Ciacco  of  the  Argentine  Republic. 

8vo,  \2s.  6d. 
Electricity.     See  Gordon. 

Elliot  {Adm.   Sir  G.)  Future  Naval  Battles,  and  how  to  Fight 
ihem.     Numerous  Illustrations.     Royal  8vo,  14^. 

Emerson  {R.  IV.)  Life.    By  G.  W.  Cooke.    Crown  8vo,  Zs.  Gd. 

English   Catalogue  of  Books.     Vol.  III.,  1872-^1880.     Royal 
8vo,  half-morocco,  42^.     See  also  "  Index." 

English  Etchings.     A  Periodical  published  Monthly. 

English  Philosophei's.     Edited  by  E.  B.  Ivan  Muller,  M.A. 

A  series  intended  to  give  a  concise  view  of  the  works  and  lives  of  EnglL-^h 
thinkers.     Crown  8vo  volumes  of  180  or  200  pp.,  price  3^.  dd.  each. 
Francis  Bacon,  by  Thomas  Fowler.    *Joha   Stuart   Mill,  by  Miss  Helen 


Hamilton,  by  W.  H.  S.  Monck. 
'       Hartley  and  James  Mill,  by  G.  S 
'  Bower. 


Taylor. 
Shaftesbury    and     Hutcheson,    by 

Professor  Fowler. 
Adam  Smith,  by  J.  A.  Farrer. 
*  Not  yet  published. 

Esmarch  {Dr.  Friedrich)  Treatment  of  the  Wounded  in  JVar. 

Numerous  Coloured  Plates  and  Illust.,  8vo,  strongly  bound,  i/,  Sj-. 

Etching.     See  Chaitock,  and  Engllsh  Etchings. 
Etchings  {Modeni)  of  Celebrated  Paintings,     4to,  31^.  dd. 


List  of  Fublicatio7is, 


pAJ^M Ballads,  Festivals,  and  Legends.    See  "  Rose  Library." 

Fauriel  {Claude)  Last  Days  of  the  Coftsulate.    Cr.  8vo,  los.  6d, 

Fawcett  {Edgar)  A  Gentleman  of  Leisure.     \s. 

Feilde?t   {H,    St.    C.)   Some    Public    Schools,    their    Cost   and 
Scholarships.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Fenn    {G.   Manville)   Off  to   the   Wilds:   A  Story  for  Boys, 
Profusely  Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  ^s.  6d.  ;  also  5^. 

The   Silver  Canon  :    a   Tale  of  the    Western  Plains. 

Illustrated,  small  post  8vo,  gilt,  ds. ;  plainer,  5^. 

Fenncll  {G?'eville)  Book  of  the  Poach.     New  Edition,  12 mo,  2s, 

Ferns.     See  Heath. 

Fields  {/.T.)  Yesterdays  ivith  Authors.    New  Ed.,  8vo,  loj-.  dd 

Fleming  {Sandford)  England  and  Canada  :  a  Summer  Tour, 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Florence.    See  "Yriarte." 

Folkard  (P.,  Jun!)  Plant  Lore,  Legends,  and  Lyrics.     Illus- 
trated, Svo,  \6s. 

Forbes  {LL.  O.)  Naturalist's  Wanderings  in  the  Eastern  Archi* 
pclago.     Illustrated,  Svo,  2is. 

Foreign  Couiitrics  and  British  Colonies.    A  series  of  Descriptive 
Handbooks.     Crown  Svo,  3J.  dd.  each. 


Australia,  by  J.  F.  Vesey  Fitzgerald. 

Austria,  by  D.  Kay,  F.  R.  G.  S. 
•Canada,  by  W.  Fraser  Rae. 

Denmark  and  Iceland,  byE.C.Otte. 

Egypt,  by  S.  Lane  Poole,  B.A. 

France,  by  Miss  M.  Roberts. 

Germany,  by  S.  liaring-Gould. 

Greece,  by  L.  Sergeant,  B.A. 
•Holland,  by  R.  L.  Poole. 

Japan,  by  S.  Mossman. 
♦New  Zealand. 

•Persia,  by  Major-Gen.  Sir  F.  Gold- 
smid. 

*  Not  7-cady  yet. 

Frampton   {Mary)  Journal,    Letters,   and  Anecdotes,   1799 — 
1S46.    Svo,  I4J-. 


Peru,  by  Clements  R.   Markham, 

C.B. 
Russia,  by  W.  R.  Morfill,  M.A. 
Spain,  by  Rev.  Wentworth  Webster. 
Sweden   and   Norway,   by   F.    H. 

Woods. 
•Switzerland,  by  W.  A.  P.  Coolidge, 

M.A. 
*Turkey-in-Asia,  by  J.  C.  McCoan, 

M.P. 
West    Indies,    by    C.     H.    Eden, 

F.R.G.S. 


lo  Sampson  Low,  Marsfon,  ^  CoJs 

Franc  {Maud  Jeanne).     The  following  form  one  Series,  small 

post  8vo,  in  unifonn  cloth  bindings,  with  gilt  edges  : — 
Emily's  Choice.     5^-. 
Hall's  Vineyard.     4J. 
John's  Wife  :    A  Story  of  Life  in 

South  Australia.     4J. 
Marian ;    or,    The  Light  of  Some 

One's  Home.      t^s. 
Silken  Cords  and  Iron  Fetters.     4J, 
Into  the  Light.     4J. 


Vermont  Vale.     ^s. 

Minnie's  Mission.     4^. 

Little  Mercy.     4J. 

Beatrice  Melton's  Discipline.     4^. 

No  Longer  a  Child.     4^. 

Golden  Gifts.     4J. 

Two  Sides  to  Every  Question.     4^. 

Master  of  Ralston,  4J. 


Francis  {Frances)  Elric  and  Ethel :  a  Fairy  Tale,    Illustrated. 

Crown  8vo,  3^.  dd. 
French.     See  "  Julien." 
Froissart     See  "  Laniei 


r^ALE  {F;  the  Old  Buffer)  Modern  English  Sports:  their 
^-^     Use  and  Abuse.    Crown  8vo,  6s. ;  a  few  large  paper  copies,  10^.  6d. 
Garth  {Philip)  Ballads  and  Poems  from  the  Pacific.    Small  post 
Svo,  6x. 

Gentle  Life  (Queen  Edition).     2  vols,  in  i,  small  4to,  6j. 
THE     GENTLE     LIFE    SERIES. 

Price  6j.  each  ;  or  in  calf  extra,  price  los.  6d. ;  Smaller  Edition,  cloth 
extra,  2s.  6d.,  except  where  price  is  named. 

The  Gentle  Life,     Essays  in  aid  of  the  Formation  of  Character 
of  Gentlemen  and  Gentlewomen. 

About  in  the  World.     Essays  by  Author  of  "  The  Gentle  Life." 
Like   tmto  Christ.     A  New  Translation  of  Thomas  a  Kempis' 
*'  De  Imitatione  Christi." 

Familiar  Words.     An  Index  Verborum,  or  Quotation  Hand- 
book.   6^-. 

Essays  by  Montaigne.     Edited  and  Annotated  by  the  Author 
of  ''The  Gentle  Life." 

The  Ge?itle  Life.     2nd  Series. 

The  Silent  Hour:    Essays,    Original   and  Selected.     By   the 
Author  of  "The  Gentle  Life." 

Half-Length   Portraits.      Short  Studies   of  Notable  Persons. 
By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 


List  of  Publications,  1 1 


Essays    on  English     W7-iters,    for    the    Self-improvemerjt    of 
Students  in  English  Literature. 

Other  People^s  Windoius.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell.     6j. 

A  Ma?i^s  Tlioiights.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 

The  Countess  of  Pembroke's  Arcadia.     By  Sir  Philip  Sidney. 
New  Edition,  6s. 


George  Eliot:  a  Critical  Study  of  her  Life.     By  G.  W.  Cooke. 
Crown  8vo,  loj-.  6d. 

Germany.     By  S.  Baring-Gould.     Crown  Svo,  y.  6d. 

Gilder  {W.  H.)  Lce-Pack  and  Tundra.     An  Account  of  the 
Search  for  the  "  Jeannette."     Svo,  \Zs. 

Schwatka's  Search.     Sledging  in  quest  of  the  Franklin 


Records.     Illustrated,  Svo,  I2J.  6d. 

Gilpin's  Forest  Scenery.     Edited  by  F.  G.  Heath.     Post  Svo, 
Ts.  6d. 

Gisborne  {W.)  Neiv  Zealand  Rulers   and  Statesmen.     With 
Portraits.     Crown  Svo, 

Gordon  {(General)  Private  Diary   in   China.     Edited    by    S. 
MossMAN.     Crown  Svo,  7^.  dd. 

Gordon  {f.  E.  H.^  B.A.  Cantab i)  Four  Lectures  on  Electric 
Induction  at  the  Royal  Institution,  1S7S-9.     Illust.,  square  i6mo,  3^. 

Electi'ic  Lighting.     Illustrated,  Svo,  18^. 


Physical  Treatise  on  Electricity  a  fid  Magnetism.     2n(l 

Edition,  enlarged,  with  coloured,  full-page,  &c.,  Illust.  2  vols.,  Svo,  425-. 

Electricity  for  Schools.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  5^-. 


Gouffe  {ftiles)  Royal  Cookery  Book.  Translated  and  adapted 
for  English  use  by  Alpiionse  Gouff£,  Head  Pastrycook  to  the 
Queen.  New  Edition,  with  plates  in  colours.  Woodcuts,  &c.,  Svo, 
gilt  edges,  42J. 

Domestic  Edition,  half-bound,  loj-.  dd. 


Gratit  {General .^   C/.S.)  Personal  Memoirs,     With   numerous 
Illustrations,  Maps,  <S:c.     2  vols.,  Svo,  28^. 

Great  Artists,     See  **  Biographies." 
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Great  Musicians.      Edited   by   F.    Hueffer.      A  Series   of 
Biographies,  crown  8vo,  3^'.  each  : — 


Bach. 

*  Beethoven. 

*  Berlioz. 

English  Churcn  Com- 
posers. BvBarett. 
*Gluck. 


Purcell. 

Rossini. 

Schubert. 

Schumann. 

Richard  Wagner. 

Weber. 


Handel. 

Haydn. 
*Marcello. 

Mendelssohn. 

Mozart. 
*Palestrina. 

*  Inprejiaration. 

Groves  {J.  Percy)  Charmoiith  Grange  :  a  Tale  of  the  Seven- 
teenth  Century.     Illustrated,  small  post  8vo,  gilt,  6^. ;  plainer^  5^. 

Gttizofs  History  of  France.  Translated  by  Robert  Black. 
Super-royal  8vo,  very  numerous  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations.  In 
8  vols.,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  each  24^.  This  work  is  re-issued  in  cheaper 
binding,  8  vols.,  at  loj.  6(/.  each. 

"  It  supplies  a  want  which  has  long  been  felt,  and  ought  to  be  in  the  hands  of  all 
students  of  history." — Titncs. 

Masson^s  School  Edition.      Abridged 

from  the  Translation  by  Robert  Black,  with  Chronological  Index,  His- 
torical and  Genealogical  Tables,  &c.  By  Professor  Gustave  Masson, 
B.A.  With  24  full-page  Portraits,  and  other  Illustrations,  i  vol., 
8vo,  600  pp.,  loj-.  6d. 

Gtiizofs  His  fo7y  of  England.  In  3  vols,  of  about  500  pp.  each, 
containing  60  to  70  full-page  and  other  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  gilt, 
24^  each  ;  re-issue  in  cheaper  binding,  los.  6d.  each. 

"  For  luxur^'^  of  typography,  plainness  of  print,  and  beauty  of  illustration,  these 
volumes,  of  which  but  one  has  as  yet  appeared  in  English,  will  hold  their  own 
against  any  production  of  an  age  so  luxurious  as  our  own  in  everything,  t}rpography 
not  excepted." — Times. 

Guy  on  {Mde.)  Life.     By  Upham.     6th  Edition,  crown  8vo,  ds. 


TTALFORD  {F.  M.)  Floating  Flies^  and  how  to  Dress  them. 
•'■  •*-      Coloured  plates.     8vo,  I5j-  ;  large  paper,  30j-. 

Hall  {W.  IV.)  Hoiv  to  Live  Lofig;  or,  1408  Heaizh  Maxims^ 
Physical,  Mental,  and  Moral.     2nd  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  2j. 

Llamilton  (E.)  Recollections  of  Fly-fishing  for  Salmon,  Trout, 
and  Grayling.  With  their  Habits,  Haunts,  and  History.  Illustrated, 
small  post  8vo,  6j-.  ;  large  paper  (100  numbered  copies),  \os.  6J. 

Hands  {T.)  Nujnerical  Exercises  in  Chemistry.     Cr.  8vo,  2S.  6d. 

and  2s. ;  Answers  separately,  6ct. 

Hardy  (Thomas).    See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
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llargreaves  {Capi.)  Voyage  round  Great  Britain.  Illustrated. 
Crown  Svo,  5^. 

Harland  {Marian)  Home  Kitchen :  a  Collection  of  Practical 
and  Inexpensive  Receipts.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 

Harper's  Monthly  Magazine.  Published  Monthly.  160  pages, 
fully  Illustrated,     is. 

Vol.  I.  December,  1880,  to  May,  1881. 
,,    II.  June  to  November,  188 1. 
,,     III.   December,  1881,  to  May,  18S2. 
,,    IV.  June  to  November,  1882. 
„    V.  December.  1882,  to  May,  1883. 
,,    VI.  June  to  November,  1883. 
,,    VII.  December,  1883,  to  May,  1884. 
,,    VIII.  June  to  November,  1S84. 
„     IX.    December,  1S84,  to  May,  1885. 
,;      X.    June  to  November,  1885. 
Super-royal  8vo,  8j.  6d.  each. 

"  '  Harper's  Magazine  '  is  so  thickly  sown  with  excellent  illustrations  that  to  count 
them  would  be  a  work  of  time  ;  not  that  it  is  a  picture  magazine,  for  the  engravings 
illustrate  the  text  after  the  manner  seen  in  some  of  our  choicest  editions  deluxe." — 
St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  It  is  so  pretty,  so  big,  and  so  cheap.  ...  An  extraordinary  shillingsworth — 
160  large  octavo  pages,  with  over  a  score  of  articles,  and  more  than  three  times  as 
many  illustrations." — Edinburgh  Daily  Reviev). 

"  An  amazing  shillinp^sworth  .  .  .  combining  choice  literature  of  both  nations." — 
Nonconformist. 

Harper's  Youn(^  People.  Vol.  I.,  profusely  Illustrated  with 
woodcuts  and  12  coloured  plates.  Royal  4to,  extra  binding,  "js.  6d. ; 
gilt  edges,  8j".  Published  Weekly,  in, wrapper,  id.  i2mo.  Annual 
Subscription,  post  free,  6s.  6d,  ;  Monthly,  in  wrapper,  with  coloured 
plate,  6d.  ;  Annual  Subscription,  post  free,  7s.  6d. 

Harrison  (Mary)  Skilful  Cook :  a  Practical  Manual  of  Modern 
Experience.     Crown  8vo,  $s. 

Hat  ton  (P.)  North  Borneo.  With  Biographical  Sketch  by 
Jos.  Hatton.  Illustrated  from  Original  Drawings,  Map,  &c.  Svo, 
i8j. 

Hatton  {Joseph)  Journalistic  London :  with  Engravings  and 
Portraits  of  Distinguished  Writers  of  the  Day.     Fcap.  4to,  12s.  6J. 

— '■ Th?-ee  Recruits,  and  the  Girls   tJiey  left  behind  them. 

Small  post  8vo,  6s. 

"  It  hurries  us  along  in  unflagging  excitement." — Times. 

Heath  {Francis  George)  Autumnal  Leaves.  New  Edition, 
with  Coloured  Plates  in  Facsimile  from  Nature.     Crown  Svo,  \\s. 

Fern  Paradise.     New  Edition,  with  Plates  and  Photos., 


crown  8vo,  i  is  6d. 
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Heath   {Francis   George)  Fern    World.     With  Nature-printed 
.  Coloured  Plates.    Crown  8vo,  gilt  edges,  I2s,  6d.   Cheap  Edition,  6s. 


Gilpin^ s  Foj-est  Scenery.      Illustrated,  8vo,   12s.  6d.; 

New  Edition,  "js.  6d.  y 

Our   Woodland  Trees.      With   Coloured   Plates   and 


Engravings.     Small  8vo,  \2s.  6d. 

Feasant  Life  in  the   West  of  England.     New  Edition, 

crown  8vo,  10s.  6d. 

Sylvan   Spring.     With   Coloured,   &c.,    Illustrations. 


I2s.  6d. 

Trees  and  Ferns.     Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  35.  6d. 


Heldinann  [Bernard)  Mutiny  on  Board  the  Ship  "  Leander.'^ 
Small  post  Svo,  gilt  edges,  numerous  Illustrations,  5^-. 

Hefity  {G.  A.)  Winning  his  Sjmrs.     Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo,  ^s. 

Cornet  of  Horse :  A  Story  for  Boys.     lUust.,  cr.  Svo,  ^s. 

Jack  Archer:  Tale  of  the  Critnea.  lUust.,  crown  Svo,  55". 

Herrick  {Robert)  Poetry.  Preface  by  Austin  Uobson.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  by  E.  A.  Abbey.     4to,  gilt  edges,  42^-. 

Hill  {Staveley,  Q.C.,  M.F.)  From  Home  to  Home:  Two  Long 
Vacations  at  the  Foot  of  the  Rocky  Mountains.  With  Wood 
Engravings  and  Photogravures.     Svo,  2is. 

Hitchman,  Public  Life  of  the  Right  Hon.  Be?tjamin  Disraeli, 
Earl  of  Beaconsfield.     3rd  Edition,  with  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

Hohnes  {O.  We?idell)  Poetical  Works.  2  vols.,  iSmo,  ex- 
quisitely printed,  and  chastely  bound  in  limp  cloth,  gilt  tops,  los.  6d. 

Homer.     Lliad,  done  into  English   Verse.     By  A.  S.  Way.     5j-. 

Hudson  {W.  H.)  The  Purple  Land  that  England  Lost. 
Travels  and  Adventures  in  the  Banda- Oriental,  South  America.  2 
vols,  crown  Svo,  21J. 

Hundred  Greatest  Men  {The).  8  portfolios,  21s.  each,  or  4  vols., 
half-morocco,  gilt  edges,  10  guineas.    New  Ed.,  i  vol.,  royal  Svo,  21s. 

Hygiene  and  Public  Health.  Edited  by  A.  H.  Buck,  M.D. 
Illustrated.     2  vols.,  royal  Svo,  42J-.  ^ 

Hyfnnal  Companion  of  Common  Prayer.     See  Bickersteth. 
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TLLUSTRATED  Text-Books  of  Art-Education.     Edited  by 
•*      Edward  J.  PoYNTER,  R.A.     Each  Volume  contains  numerous  Illus- 
trations, and  is  strongly  bound  for  Students,  price  5^.     Now  ready  : — 


PAINTING. 


Prench  and  Spanish. 
Engrlish  and  American. 


Classic  and  Italian.     By  Percy 

R.  Head. 
German,  Flemish,  and  Dutch. 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Classic  and  Early  Christian. 

Gothic  and  Renaissance.     By  T.  Roger  Smith. 

SCULPTURE. 

Antique :  Egyptian  and  Greek. 

Index  to  the  English   Catalogue,  Jan.,    1874,  to  Dec,    1880. 

Royal  8v,o,  half-morocco,  i8j. 
Indian  Garden  Series.     See  Robinson  (Phil.). 

Irving  {Henry)  Impressions  of  America.  By  J.  Hatton.  2 
vols.,  21J.;  New  Edition,  i  vol.,  6j. 

Irving  ( Washington).  Complete  Library  Edition  of  his  Works 
in  27  Vols.,  Copyright,  Unabridged,  and  with  the  Author's  Latest 
Revisions,  called  the  "  Geoffrey  Crayon"  Edition,  handsomely  printed 
in  large  square  Svo,  on  superfine  laid  paper.  Each  volume,  of  about 
500  pages,  fully  Illustrated,    i  is.  6d.  per  vol.    See  also  *  *  Little  Britain." 

_ (<'  American  Men  of  Letters.")     2s.  6d, 


<>^AMES  (C)  Curiosities  of  Law  and  Lawyers.     Svo,  75.  6i. 

Japan.     See  Audsley. 

Jerdon  {Gertrude)  Key-hole  Country.    Illustrated.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  5J-. 
Johnston    {H.  II.)  River  Congo,  from   its   Mouth  to  Bolobo, 

New  Edition,  Svo,  2ij. 
Jones  {MaJo7')  The  Emigrants'  Friend.     A  Complete  Guide  to 

the  United  States.     New  Edition.     2s.  6ii. 
Joyful  Lays.     Sunday   School  Song  Booh.     By   Lowry   and 

DOANE.     Boards,  2s. 
Julie n  {F.)  English  Student's  French  Examiner.     i6mo,  2s. 
First  Lessons    in    Conversational  French    Grammar. 

Crown  Svo,  \s. 
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Julien  (F.)  French  at  Hoine  and  at  School.      Book  I.,  Acci- 
dence, &c.     Square  crown  8vo,  2s. 

Conversational  French  Reader,     i6mo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

' Petites  Legons  de  Conversation  et  de  Grammaire.     New 

Edition,  t,s. 

Phrases  of  Daily  Use.     Limp  cloth,  Cd. 


jy'ELSEY  (C.    B.)   Diseases   of  the    Rectum    and    Anus. 
-'^      Illustrated.     8vo,  i8j. 

Kempis  {Thomas  a)  Daily   Text-Book.     Square  i6mo,  2s.  Gd.\ 
interleaved  as  a  Birthday  Book,  3J-.  6d. 

Kershaw  (S.  IV.)  Protestants  from   France  in  their  English 
Home.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Kiella7id.  Skipper  Worse.  By  the  Earl  of  Ducie.  Cr.  Svo,  ioj-.6^. 

Kingston  {W.  II.   G.)  Dick  Cheveley.     Illustrated,  i6mo,  gilt 
edges,  7j.  6d. ;  plainer  binding,  plain  edges,  5^-. 

Heir  of  Kilfinnan.     Uniform,  7^.  dd. ;  also  5^. 

Snow-Shoes  and  Caiioes.     Uniform,  7^.  dd. ;  also  55. 

Tiuo  Supercargoes.     Uniform,  7^.  dd.  ;  also  55. 

• With  Axe  and  Rifle.     Uniform,  7^-.  dd. ;  also  ^s. 

Knight  {E.  F.)  Albania  and Mo7itenegro.    Illust.    Svo,  12 j.  6^, 

Knight  (E.  /.)  Cruise  of  the  ^^ Falcon."     A  Voyage  round  the 
World  in  a  30-Ton  Yacht.    Illust.    New  Ed.    2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  24J. 


J  ANIER  {Sidney)  Boy's  Froissart.     Illustrated,  crown  Svo, 
■^-'     gilt  edges,  ^s.  6d. 


Bofs  King  Arthur.     Uniform,  7^-.  dd, 

Boy's  Mabinogion ;  Original  Welsh  Legends  of  King 

Arthur.     Uniform,  7^',  dd. 

Boy's  Percy :  Ballads  of  Love  afid  Adventure^  selected 

from  the  "Reliques."     Uniform,  7^.  dd. 
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Lajisdcil  (Hi)  Through  Siberia.    2  vols.,  8vo,  30^. ;  i  vol.,  10s.  6ii. 

• Russia  in  Central  Asia.     Illustrated.     2  vols,  42^. 

Lai-den  (JV.)  School  Course  on  Heat.     Second  Edition,   Illus 

trated,  crown  8vo,  5^. 

Lenormant  (Fi)  Beginnings  of  History.     Crown  8vo,  i2.f.  dd. 

Leonardo  da  Vinci's  Literaiy  JVorhs.  Edited  by  Dr.  J  fan 
Paul  Richter.  Containing  his  Writings  on  Painting,  Sculi)ture, 
and  Architecture,  his  Philosophical  Maxims,  Humorous  Writings,  and 
Miscellaneous  Notes  on  Personal  Events,  on  his  Contemporaries,  oa 
Literature,  &c.  ;  published  from  Manuscripts.  2  vols.,  imperial  Svo, 
contoining  about  200  Drawings  in  Autotype  Reproductions,  and  nu- 
merous other  Illustrations.     Twelve  Guineas. 

Library  of  Religious  Poetiy.  Best  Poems  of  all  Ages.  Edited 
by  ScHAFF  and  GiLMAN.  Royal  Svo,  2IJ. ;  re-issue  in  cheaper  bind- 
ing,  \os.  6d. 

Lindsay  {IV.  S.)  History  of  Meixliant  Shipping.  Over  150 
Illustrations,  Maps,  and  Charts.  In  4  vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra. 
Vols.  I  and  2,  \\s.  each  ;  vols.  3  and  4,  145.  each.     4  vols.,  50J. 

Little  Britain^  The  Specti'e  Bridegroom,  and  Legend  of  Sleccpv 
Hollow.  By  Washington  Irving.  An  entirely  New  Edition  de 
luxe.  Illustrated  by  120  very  fin?  En.ravings  on  Wood,  by  Mr. 
J.  D.  CoorER.  Designed  by  Mr.  Charles  6.  jNIltrray.  Rc- issue, 
square  crown  Svo,  cloth,  6j. 

L.ong  {Mrs.)  Peace  and  War  in  the  Transvaal.     i2mo,  3^.  6^. 

Loivell  {/.  P.)  Life  of  Nathaniel  Ha  ivt horn. 

Low  {Sampson,  fun.)  Sanitary  Suggestions.  Illustrated,  crown 
8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Lo^v's  Standard  LAbrary  of  Travel  and  Adventure.  Crown  Svo, 
uniform  in  cloth  extra,  'js.  6d..  except  -.vbcrc  price  is  given. 

1.  The  Great  Lone  Land.     Py  Major  W.  F.  Putler,  C.P. 

2.  The  Wild  North  Land.     By  Major  W.  F.  Putler,  C.P. 

3.  How  I  found  Living-stcno.     15y  H.  M.  STANLEY. 

4.  Throug'h  the  Dark  Continent.     Py  H.  M.  Stanley.     I2.f.  (nf. 

5.  The  Threshold  of  the  Unknown  Eeg-ion.     Py  C.  R.  Makk- 

}L\M.     (4lh  Edition,  with  Additional  Chapters,  los.  6d.) 

6.  Cruise  of  the  Challenger.     I5y  W.  J.  J.  Si'RY,  R.N. 

7.  Burnaby's  On  Horseback  througrh  Asia  Minor,      los.  6d. 

8.  Schweinfurth's  Heart  of  Africa.     2  vols.,  l$s. 

9.  Marshall's  Througrh  America. 

10.  Lansdell's    Throug-h     Siberia.       Illustrated   and   unabridged 
IOJ-.  6d. 


i8  SajHpson  Low^  Mars  ton,  Qr^  Co.^s 

Loiv's  Standard  Novels.    Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ds,  each, 
unless  otherwise  stated. 
A  Daughter  of  Heth.     By  W.  Black. 
In  Silk  Attire.     By  W.  Black. 
Kilmeny.     A  Novel.     By  W.  Black. 
Lady  Silverdale's  Sweetheart.     By  W.  Black. 
Sunrise.     By  W.  Black. 
Three  Feathers.     By  William  Black. 
Alice  Lorraine.     By  R.  D,  Blackmore. 
Christowell,  a  Dartmoor  Tale.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Clara  Vaug-han.    By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Cradock  Nowell.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Cripps  the  Carrier.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Erema ;  or,  My  Father's  Sin.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Lorna  Doone.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Mary  Anerley.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Tommy  Upmore,     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
An  English  Squire.     By  Miss  Coleridge. 
A  Story  of  the  Dragronnades ;  or,  Asylum  Christi.    By  the  Rev. 

E,  GiLLIAT,  M.A. 

A  Laodicean.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Far  from  the  Madding:  Crowd.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Pair  of  Blue  Eyes.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Keturn  of  the  Native.    By  Thomas  Hardy. 
The  Hand  of  Etheltaerta.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
The  Trumpet  Major.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Two  on  a  Tower.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Three  Recruits.     By  Joseph  Hatton. 

A  Golden  Sorrow.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.     New  Edition. 
Out  of  Court.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey. 
Adela  Cathcart.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Guild  Court.    By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Mary  Marston.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 

Stephen  Archer.   New  Ed.  of  ''Gifts."   By  George  Mac  Donald. 
The  Vicar's  Daugrhter.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
"Weigrhed  and  "Wanting-.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Diane.    By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 
Elinor  Dryden.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 
My  Lady  Greensleeves.     By  Helen  Mathers. 
Alaric  Spenceley.     By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
Daisies  and  Buttercups.    By  Mrs,  J.  H.  Riddell. 
The  Senior  Partner.     By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
A  Strugrgrle  for  Fame.     By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
Jack's  Courtship.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
,     John  Holdsworth.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
A  Sailor's  Sweetheart.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Sea  Queen.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
"Watch  Below.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
"Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
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Lottos  Standard  Novels — continued. 

The  Lady  Kaud.     By  W.  CLARK  RusSELL. 

Little  Loo.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

My  Wife  and  I.     By  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe. 

Pogranuc  People,  their  Loves  and  Lives.     By  Mrs.  B.  Stov/E. 

Een  Eur :  a  Tale  of  the  Christ.     By  Lew.  Wallace. 

Anne.    By  Constance  Fenimore  Woolson. 

For  the  Major.    By  Constance  Fenimore  Woolson.     55-. 

French  Heiress  in  her  ov/n  Chateau. 

Loni's  Handbook  to  the  Charities  of  London.  Edited  and  revised 
to  date  by  C.  Mackeson,  F.S.S.,  Editor  of  **A  Guide  to  the 
Churches  of  Loadon  and  its  Suburbs,"  «S:c.    Yearly,  \s.  6d. ;  Paper,  is. 

Lyne  {Charles)  Ne7V  Guinea.  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  105.  dd. 
An  Account  of  the  Establishment  of  the  Britisii  Protectorate  over  the 
Southern  Shores  of  New  Guinea. 


fi/fCCORMLCK  {R).    Foyages  of  Discovery  in  the  Arctic  and 
•^'■^      Antarctic    Seas  in  the   "Erebus"  and  "Terror,"   in    Search   of 
Sir  John  Franklin,  &c.,  with  Autobiographical  Notice  by  the  Author, 
who  was  Medical  Officer  to  each  Expedition.     With  Maps  and  Litho- 
graphic, &c..  Illustrations.     2  vols.,  royaj  Svo,  52^.  dd. 

MacDonald  {G.)  Orts.     Small  post  Svo,  6s. 

See  also  "  Lover's  Standard  Novels." 

Macgregor  (John)   ^^ Rob  Roy"   on   the  Baltic.     3rd   Edition, 
small  post  Svo,  2s.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3^-.  6d. 

A   Thousand  Miles   in  the '^ Rob  Roy'\    Canoe,     nth 

,     Edition,  small  post  Svo,  2s.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3j-.  (Jd. 

Voyage  Alone  in  the  Yawl  "  Rob  Royi"     New  Edition, 

with  additions,  small  post  Svo,  $s. ;  y.  6d.  and  2s.  6d. 

Macquoid{Mrs.).     See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

Magazine.     See  Decoration,  English  Etchings,  Harper. 

Magi?in  {W.)  Miscellanies.     Prose  and  Verse,     With  Memoir, 
V     2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  24^. 


Manitoba.     See  Bryce. 
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Manning  (E.  F.)  Delightful  lliames.     Illustrated.     4to,  fancy 
boards,  5^. 

Mark/iani   (C.   i?.)    T/ie  TJireshold  of  the    Uiiknown   Region, 
Crown  8vo,  with  Four  Maps.     4th  Edition.     Cloth  extra,  ioj.  dd. 

War  het-idfecn  Peru  and  Chili,  1 879-1 881.     Third  Ed. 

Crown  Svo,  with  Maps,  \os.  (yd. 

See  also  **  Foreign  Countries." 


Marshall  (IV.  G.)  Through  America.     New  Ed.,  cr.  Svo,  7^.  6d. 
Martin  {y.  IF.)  Float  Fishing  and  Spinning  in  the  Nottinghain 

Style.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
Maury  {Commander)  Physical  Geograp/iy  of  the  Sea,  and  its 

Meteorology.     New  Edition,  with  Charts  and  Diagrams,  cr.  Svo,  6j. 
Men  of  Mark  :  a  Galle?y  of  Contemporary  Portraits  of  the  most 

Eminent  Men  of  the  Day,  specially  taken  from  Life.     Complete  in 

Seven  Vols.,  4to,  handsomely  bound,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  25^.  each. 
Mendelssohn  Family  (TJie),   1729  — 1847.     From   Letters  and 

Journals.     Translated.     New  Edition,  2  vols.,  Svo,  30X. 
Mendelssohn.     See  also  "  Great  ]\Iusicians." 
Merrifeld's  Nautical  Astronojny.     Crown  8vo,  75.  6d. 
Millard  (H.  B.)  Bright' s  Disease  of  the  Kidneys.     Illustrated. 

Svo,  I2J-.  dd. 

Mitchell  {D.    G. ;   Ik.  Marvel)    Works.      Uniform    Edition, 
small  Svo,  5^.  each. 


Reveries  of  a  Bachelor. 

Seven  Stories,  Basement  and  Attic. 

Wet  Days  at  Edge  wood. 


Bound  together. 
Doctor  Johns. 
Dream  Life. 
Out-of-Tovn  Places. 

Mitford  {Mary  Russell)  Our  Village.  With  12  full-pape  and  157 
smaller  Cuts.     Cr.  4to,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2IJ". ;  cheaper  binding,  \os.  bd. 

Mollett  {/.  JV.)  Illustrated  Dictionary  of  Words  used  in  Art  and 
Archceology.  Terms  in  Architecture,  Arms,  Bronzes,  Christian  Art, 
Colour,  Costume,  Decoration,  Devices,  Emblems,  Heraldry,  Lace, 
Personal  Ornaments,  Pottery,  Painting,  Sculpture,  &c.    Small  4to,  15J. 

Morley   (H.)   English   Liio'ature    in    the   Reign    of   Victoria. 

2000th  volume  of  the  Tauchnitz  Collection  of  Authors.      iSmo,  zs.  6d. 
Morwood  ( V.  S.)   Our  Gipsies  in  City,  Tent,  and  Van.     Svo, 

\%s. 
Muller  {E.)  Noble  Words  and  Noble  Deeds.  By  Philippoteaux. 

Square  imperial  i6mo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d.  ;  plainer  binding,  5J. 
Music.     See  "  Great  Musicians." 
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ATI! IV  Zealand.     See  Bradshaw. 

New  Zealand  Rulers  and  Statesmen.     See  Gisborne. 

Newbiggin's  Sketches  and  Tales.     i8mo,  4;". 

Nicholls  (/.  H.  Kerry)  The  King  Country :  Explorations  in 
New  Zealand.     Many  Illustrations  and  Map.    New  Edition,  8vo,  21s. 

Nicholson  (C.)  Work  and  Workers  of  the  British  Association. 
i2mo,  IS. 

Nixon  {/.)  Cofnplete  Story  of  the  Transvaal.     8vo,  12s.  6d. 

Nordhoff  {C.)  Calif ornia,  for  Health,  Pleasure,  and  Residence. 

New  Edition,  8vo,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  \2s.  6d. 

Northbrook  Gallery.    Edited  by  Lord  Ronald  Gower.     36  Per- 
manent Photographs.     Imperial  4to,  63^". ;  large  paper,  105J. 

Nursery   Playmates  {Prince  of ).     217   Coloured  Pictures  for 
Children  by  eminent  Artists.     Folio,  in  coloured  boards,  6s. 


rjBRIEN  {R.  B.)   Fifty   Years  of  Concessions  to  Ireland. 
^     With  a  Portrait  of  T.  Drummond.     Vol.  I.,  i6j.  ;  II.,  i6j. 

Onus  (C.  F.)  Fishing  with  the  Fly.    Illustrated.    8vo,  12^.  dd. 

Our  Little  Ones  in  Heaven.     Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  Rodrins. 
With  Frontispiece  after  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.     New  Edition,  ^s. 

Owen  {Douglas)  Marine  Insurance  Notes  and  Clauses.     New 
Edition,  14J". 


pALLISER  {Mrs.)  A  History  of  Lace.     New  Edition,  with 
-^        additional  cuts  and  text.     Svo,  21s. 

The  China    Collector's  Pocket   Companion.     Witli  u]")- 


wards  of  1000  Illustrations  of  Marks  and  Monograms.     Small  Svo,  51-. 
Pascoe  {C.  E.)  London  of  To- Day.     Illust.,  crown  Svo,  3^-.  Cv/. 
Pharmacopceia  of  the  United  States  of  America.     Svo,  21s. 
Philpot  {HJ.)  Diabetes  Mellitus.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 
Diet  System.     Tliree  Tables,  in  cases,  is.  each. 
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Pinto  {Major  Serpa)  Hozv  I  Crossed  Africa.  With  24  full-page 
and  118  half-page  and  smaller  Illustrations,  13  small  Maps,  and  I  large 
one.     2  vols.,  8vo,  ^2s, 

Plunkett  {Major  G.  Fi)  Primer  of  Orthographic  Projection, 
Elementary  Practical  Solid  Geometry  clearly  explained.  With  Pro- 
blems and  Exercises.  Specially  adapted  for  Science  and  Art  Classes, 
and  for  Students  who  have  not  the  aid  of  a  Teacher. 

Poe  {E.  A,)  The  Raven.    Illustr.  by  Dore.    Imperial  folio,  635". 

Poems  of  the  Inner  Life.  Chiefly  from  Modern  Authors. 
Small  8vo,  5^-. 

Polar  Expeditions.     See  Gilder,  Markham,  McCormick. 

Porter  {Noah)  Elements  of  Moral  Science.     10s.  6d, 

Powell {W.)  Wanderings  in  a  Wild  Country ;  or,  Three  Years 
among  the  Cannibals  of  New  Britain.     Illustr.,  8vo,  18^.;  cr.  Svo,  5j. 

Power  {Frank)  Letters  from  Khartoum  durifig  the  Siege. 
Fcap.  Svo,  boards,  is. 

Poynter  {Edward J.,  R.A).     See  "  Illustrated  Text-books." 

Publishers^  Circular  {The),  and  General  Record  of  British  and 
Foreign  Literature.     Published  on  the  1st  and  15th  of  every  Month,  3./. 


TJEBER  (F.)  History  of  Ancient  Art.     Svo,  \Zs. 

Redford  {G.)  Ancient  Sculpture.     Crown  Svo,  ^s. 

Richter  {Dr.  Jean  Paul)  Italian  Art  in  the  National  Gallery, 
4to.  Illustrated.     Cloth  gilt,  2/.  2s.;  half-morocco,  uncut,  2L  12s.  6J. 


See  also  Leonardo  da  Vinci. 


Riddell  {Mrs.  J.  II.)  See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

Rol?in  Hood;  Merry  Adventures  of     Written  and  illustrated 
by  Howard  Pyle.     Imperial  Svo,  i5-f. 

Robinson  {Phil.)  In  my  Itidian   Garden.     Crown  Svo,   limp 
cloth,  3^.  6d. 


List  of  Publications,  23 


Robinson  {Phil.)  Indian  Garden  Series.  \s.  6d. ;  boards,  ij.each. 
I.   Chasing  a  Fortune,  &c.  :  Stones.     II.  Tigers  at  Large. 

Noah's  Ark.   A  Cofitribidlon  to  the  Study  of  Unnatural 

Histoiy.     Small  post  8vo,  \2s.  6d. 

Si?i7ters  and  Saints  :  a  Tour  across  the  United  States  of 


Ameiica,  and  Round  them.     Crown  8vo,  \os.  6d. 

U?ider  the  Punkah.     Crown  8vo,  limp  cloth,  5^. 


Rockstro  (W.  S.)  History  of  Music. 

Rodrigues  {/.    C.)    The  Panama   Canal.     Crown    8vo,  cloth 
extra,  5^-. 

"A  series  of  remarkable  articles  ...  a  mine  of  valuable  data  for  editors  and 
diplomatists." — Ne^v  York  Nation. 

Roland ;  the  Story  of.     Crown  8vo,  illustrated,  ds. 

Rose  {y.)  Complete  Practical  Machinist.  New  Ed.,  1 2mo,  1 2s.  6d, 

Mechanical  Drawing.     Illustrated,  small  4to,  16^-. 

Rose  Library  (The).    Popular  Literature  of  all  Countries.  Each 
volume,  IS. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.     Many  of  the  Volumes  are  Illustrated — 
Little  "Women.     By  LouiSA  M.  Alcott. 

Little  ■Women  "Wedded.    Forming  a  Sequel  to  "  Little  Women." 
Little  "Women  and  Little  "W^omen  "Wedcled.    i  vol. ,  cloth  gilt,3J.  6d. 
Little  Men,    By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.;  cloth  gilt,  3J-.  6d. 

An  Old-Fashioned  Girl.     By  Louisa  M.   Alcott.    2s.i  cloth, 
Zs.  6d. 

"Work.  A  Story  of  Experience.    By  L.  M.  Alcott.    3^.  6d.  j  2  vols. 
IS.  each. 

Stowe  (Mrs.  H.  B.)  The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island. 

The  Minister's  "Wooing-. 

"We  and  our  Neighbours.     2s. ;  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

My  "Wife  and  I.     2s. ;  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Hans  Brinker  ;  or,  the  Silver  Skates,     By  Mrs.  Dodge. 

My  Study  "Windows.     By  J.  R,  LoWELL. 

The  Guardian  Ang-el.     By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

My  Summer  in  a  Garden.     By  C.  D.  Warner. 

Dred.     I5y  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe.     2s.  ;  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6d. 

Farm  Ballads.     By  Will  Carleton, 

Farm  Festivals.     By  Will  Carleton. 
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Rose  Libra7'y  [The) — continued. 

Farm  Leg-ends.     By  Will  Carleton. 
The  Clients  of  Dr.  Bernagrius.     3^.  dd,  ;  2  parts,  \s.  each. 
The  Undiscovered  Country.    By  W.  D.  Howells.    y.  6d.  and  ix. 
Baby  Rue.     By  C.  M.  Clay.     3.?.  6d.  and  is. 
The  Rose  in  Bloom.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.  ;  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6d. 
Eig-ht  Cousins.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.  ;  cloth  gilt,  3J.  6d. 
Under  the  Lilacs.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.  ;  also  3J.  6d. 
Silver  Pitchers.     By  Louisa  I\r.  Alcott.     3j-.  6d.  and  is. 
Jimmy's   Cruise    in    the    "Pinafore,"    and   other   Tales.       By 
Louisa  M.  Alcott.    2s.}  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6d. 

Jack  and  Jill.    By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.     5^. ;  2s. 

Hitherto.    By  the  Author  of  the  "  Gayworthys."    2  vols.,  u. each; 
I  vol.,  cloth  gilt,  3J-.  6d. 

Friends  :  a  Duet.     By  E.  Stuart  Phelps.     3^.  6d. 

A   Gentleman   of    Leisure.      A   Novel.     By   Edgar   Fawcett, 

3J-.  6d. ;  is. 

The  Story  of  Helen  Troy.     3j-.  6d. ;  also  is. 

Ross  {Mars  ;  and  Stonehewer  Cooper)  Highlands  of  Cantahria  ; 
or,  Three  Days  from  England.     Illustrations  and  Map,  8vo,  2IJ. 

Round  the  Yule  Log:  Norivegian  Folk  and  Fairy  Tales. 
Translated  from  the  Norvi^egian  of  P.  Chr.  Asbjornsen.  With  100 
Illustrations  after  drawings  by  Norwegian  Artists,  and  an  Introduction 
by  E.  W   Gosse.     Impl.  i6mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  is.  6d.  and  $s. 

Roiisseld  {Louis)  Son  of  the  Constable  of  France.  Small  post 
8vo,  numerous  Illustrations,  5^. 

Ki7ig  of  the  Tigers  :  a  Story  of  Central  India.  Illus- 
trated.    Small  post  8vo,  gilt,  6j.  ;  plainer,  5j-. 

Druimner  Boy.     Illustrated.     Small  post  8vo,  5^. 

Rowbotham  {F)  Trip  to  Prairie  Land.  The  Shady  Side  of 
Emigration,     ^s. 

Russell  ( W.  Clark)  English  Channel  Ports  a?td  the  Estate 
of  the  East  and  West  India  Dock  Company.     Crown  Svo,  is. 


Jack's  Courtship.     3  vols.,  2,^s.  6d.',   i  vol.,  6s. 
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Russell  {]V,  Clark)  The  Lady  Maud.     3  vols.,  31  y.  6^. ;   i  vol., 
Little  Loo.     New  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  6s. 


Afy   Watch  Below ;   or^  Yarns  Spun  when  off  Duty, 

Small  post  8vo,  6s. 

Sailors  Language.     Illustrated.     Cro\Yn  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

Sea  Queen.     3  vols.,  3ii'.  6d.\   i  vol.,  6j-. 

Strange  Voyage.     Nautical  Novel.     3  vols.,  crown  8vo, 


3 1  J.  6c/. 

Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.     4to,  sewed,  6d. 

See  also  I^ow's  Standard  Novels. 


C A/NTS  and  their  Symbols :  A  Companion  in  the  Churches 
*^      and  Picluie  Galleries  of  Europe.    Illustrated.     Royal  l6mo,  3j-.  6t/. 

Salisbury  {Lord)  Life  a?id  Speeches.  By  F.  S.  Pulling,  M.A. 
With  Photogravure  Portrait  of  Lord  Salisbury.  2  vols.,  crown  Svo, 
2\s. 

Saunders  {A.)  Our  Domestic  Birds :  Poultry  in  England  and 
New  Zealand.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Scherr  {Prof  y.)  History  of  English  Literature.   Cr.  Svo,  Zs.  6d. 

Schley.   Rescue  of  Greely.    Maps  and  Illustrations,  Svo,  \2s.  6d, 

Schuyler  (Eugene).  The  Life  of  Peter  the  Great.  By  Eugene 
Schuyler,  Author  of  "  Turkestan."     2  vols.,  Svo,  32j'. 

S:lnc<einfurth  {Georg)  Heart  of  Africa.  Three  Years'  Travels 
and  Adventures  in  the  Unexplored  Regions  of  Central  Africa,  from 
1S68  to  1 87 1.     Illustrations  and  large  Map.     2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  15^-. 

Scott  {Leader)  Renaissance  of  Art  in  Ltaly.     4to,  31  J.  6d. 

Sja,  River^  and  Creek.  By  Garboard  Strevke.  The  Eastern 
Coast.     i2mo,  \s. 

Senior  {W.)  J  Waterside  Sketches.    Imp.  32mo,  is.6d,  boards,  is. 

Shadbolt  and  Mackinnon's  South  African  Campaign^  1S79. 
Containing  a  portrait  and  1)iography  of  every  ofticer  who  lost  his 
life.     4to,  handsomely  bound,  2/.  loj-. 
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Shadbolt  {S.  H.)  Afghan  Campaigns  of  1878— 1880.  By 
Sydney  Shadbolt.     2  vols.,  royal  quarto,  cloth  extra,  3/. 

Shakespeare.  Edited  by  R.  Grant  White.  3  vols.,  crown 
Svo,  gilt  top,  36J-. ;  edition  de  luxe,  6  vols.,  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6y. 

Shakespeare.     See  also  White  (R.  Grant). 

"  Shoofing  Niagara  /'  or,  The  Last  Days  of  Caucusia,  By  the 
Author  of  "The  New  Democracy."     Small  post  Svo,  boards,  \s. 

Sidney  {Sir  Philip)  Arcadia.     New  Edition,  6s. 

Siegfried :  The  Story  of.     Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Sinclair  (Mrs.)  Indigenous  Floivers  of  the  Hawaiian  Islajids. 
44  Plates  in  Colour.     Imp.  folio,  extra  binding,  gilt  edges,  31J.  6d. 

Sir  Roger  de  Coverley.  Re-imprinted  from  the  "  Spectator." 
With  125  Woodcuts  and  special  steel  Frontispiece.    Small  fcap.  4to,  6s. 

Smith  (G.)  Assyrian  Explorations  and  Discoveries.  Illustrated 
by  Photographs  and  Woodcuts.     New  Edition,  demy  Svo,  iSj. 

The  Chaldean  Account  of  Genesis.  With  many  Illus- 
trations. i6j.  New  Edition,  revised  and  re-written  by  Professor 
Sayce,  Queen's  College,  Oxford.     Svo,  iSj. 

Smith  {/.  Moyr)  Ancient  Greek  Female  Costume.  112  full- 
page  Plates  and  other  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  "js.  6d. 

Hades  of  Ardejine :  a  Visit  to  the  Caves  of  Han.    Crown 

Svo,  Illustrated,  5^. 

Lege?tdary  Studies^  and  other  Sketches  for  Decorative 


Figure  Panels,     ^s.  6d. 

— -  Wooing  of  ^thra.     Illustrated.     32mo,  is. 


Smith  {Sydney)  Life  and  Times.     By  Stuart  J.  Reid.     Illus- 
trated.    Svo,  2IJ-. 

Smith  {T.  Roger)    Architecture,  Gothic  and  Renaissance.     Il- 
lustrated, crown  Svo,  5j-. 


' Classic  and  Early   Christian. 

Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

Sfnith  {W.  R.)  Laws  concerning  Public  Health.      Svo,  31  J.  6d, 


-\ 
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Somerset  {Lady  H.)  Our  Village  Life.  Words  and  Illustrations. 
Thirty  Coloured  Plates,  royal  4to,  fancy  covers,  ^s. 

Spanish  and  French  Artists.  By  Gerard  Smith.  (Poynter's 
Art  Text-books.)     $s. 

Spiers'  French  Dictionary.  29th  Edition,  remodelled.  2  vols., 
8vo,  l8x.;  half  bound,  2ls. 

Spry  ( W.  J.  /,  R.N)  Cruise  of  JUL S.  ''  Challenger:'  With 
many  Illustrations.  6tli  Edition,  8vo,  cloth,  iZs.  Cheap  Edition, 
crown  8vo,  ^s.  6d. 

Spyri  {J  oh)  LLeidVs  Early  Experiences  :  a  Story  for  Children 
and  those  who  love  Children.     Illustrated,  small  post  8vo,  4^.  (id. 

LLeidVs  Further  Experiences.  Illust.,  sm.  post  8vo,  45.  dd. 


Stanley  (IL.  M.)  Congo,  and  Founding  its  Free  State.    Illustrated, 
2  vols.,  8vo,  42^. 

ILoiv  L  Found  Livingstone.  8vo,  \qs.  6d.  ;  cr.  Svo,  js.  6d. 

Through  the  Dark  Continent.     Crown  Svo,  12^.  dd. 

Stenhouse  {Airs.)  An  Englishwoman  in  Utah.   Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Stevens  (E.  TV.)  Fly-Fishing  in  Maine  Lakes.     Zs.  6d. 

Stockton  {Frank  R.)    The  Stoiy   of    Vitcau.      With   16  page 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  5^-. 

Stoker  {Bram)  Under  the  Sunset.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Stowe  {Mrs.  Beecher)  Dred.  Cloth,  gilt  edges,  3^.  (id.\  boards,  2s. 

Little  Foxes.     Cheap  Ed.,  \s.\  Library  Edition,  4^.  6d. 

My  Wife  and  L.     Small  post  Svo,  ds. 

Old  Totvn  Folk.     6j.;  Cheap  Edition,  2>s. 

—  Old  Tazun  Fireside  Stories.     Cloth  extra,  ^s.  6d. 

IVe  and  our  Neighbours.     Small  post  Svo,  6s. 

Poganuc  People :  their  Loves  and  Lives.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Chimney  Corner,     is. ;  cloth,  i^.  6d. 

See  also  Rose  Library. 
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Sullivan  {A.  M.)  Nutshell  History  of  Ireland.  Paper  boards,  6^. 

Sutton  {A.  K.)  A  B  C  Digest  of  the  Bankruptcy  Law.     8vo, 

3J.  and  2s.  6d, 


n^ATNE  {11.  A.)  ^^ Les  Origines  de  la  France  Contemporaine*'' 
-*       Tianslaled  by  John  Durand. 

I.  The  Ancient  Reg-ime.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  i6s, 

II.  The  French  Revolution.     Vol.  i .        do. 

III.  Do.  do.  Vol.2.        do. 

IV,  Do.  do.  Vol.  3.         do. 

Talbot  {Hon.  E.)  A  Letter  on  Emigration,     is. 

Tauchnitzs    English    Editions    of  German   Authors,      Each 
volume,  cloth  flexible,  2s.  ;  or  sewed,  is.  6d.    (Catalogues  post  free.) 

Tauchnitz  {B.)  German  and  English  Dictionary.     2s. ;  paper, 
IS.  6d.  ;  roan,  2s.  6d. 

French  and  English  Dictionary.      2s. ;  paper,  is.  6d. ; 

roan,  2s.  6ti. 

Italian  and  Eiiglish  Dictionary.     2s. ;  paper,  ij-.  6d,  \ 
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